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DITRODUCnON 

At tlie Author's Gub in London, just before tbe deluge^ 
I asked concerning the imter of this book. ''He is a 
Pole," a member told me. "Though," be added, "par- 
haps I am thinking of Conrad." Perhaps he was. In any 
event that is all I know about Mr. George, ezcqyt that 
he is one of the few great novelists of our day. Gener- 
ally, the simetoi, the cognoscenti, the people on whose 
judgment one may rely, do not confuse Um, as my friend 
did, with Conrad, but they put him on the same plane. 

That plane is very high. It is a plane qparsdy in- 
habited, quite polar, on wnich limiinously the aurora 
plays. You wUl not find Mr. Came Ihere, or Miss 
Corelli, or Mr. Oppenhdm, or any of the famous authors 
who know so well how to make eveiy subject uninterest- 
ing. But George Moore has resided ihere. It is there 
that Mackensie wrote Sinister Street and BBchens wrote 
Flames. It is there that A Bed of Roses was made. 

When this novel first appeared it annoyed England, it 
annoyed too the United States. England is £e most 
hypocritical countiy in Europe. Fortunately we are not 
slackers. The United States is the most hypocritical 
land in the world. But the annoyance which the book 
induced, resulted in continuous editions. I know of noth- 
ing else against it. 

Thirty years ago, Edmond de Goncourt produced La 
Fille Elisa. It is the story of a hariot Two thousand 
years before it appeared, the Sosi Brothers of Rome — 
the first publishers with whom I have any acquaintance — 
produced Mcecha, a story of the same Und. From then 
on, down to a date relatively recent, similar novels ap- 
peared. Except in Paris, Rotterdam and the OA«^ 
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u INTRODUCTION 

tfaey are unobtainable to-day. Even otberwise, only per- 
sons such as Krafift-Ebing diagnosed could read tfaem 
now. Hiere is nothing duUet than an immoral book. 

Climates have altered, customs with them, the sky itsdf 
has changed. Formerly, prelates employed in the pulpit 
language which to-day a coster would avoid. Similarly 
ink has acquired a lexical refinement which previously it 
lacked. Anglo-Saxony has, in forcing the note, developed 
an interesting case of self-consciousness. Yet, synchnm- 
ising with it, is an understanding of values which every 
artist now i>06sesses and which Mr. George displays. 
A Bed of Rases is also the story of a harlot. But ihe 
thorn is the rose's duenna and in this book it pricks. 

Earlier writers distilled attar. There is no perfumery 
here, merely the mental abrasion that ccHnes from the 
picture of an honest woman trying as best she may to 
earn her bread and finding fbai she must choose between 
the street and the river. One should never judge any- 
body, but one may and shoidd pity and there is the prick. 

Novel readers generally, and generally novel readers 
are women, object to being pricked, though what they 
do not object to depends on their appearance, Iheir color- 
ing and their size. The tastes of the blonde are not those 
of the brunette. Pretty women do not care for provender 
tiiat their plainer Asters relish. A nicely fre^ed gurl 
will devour rubbish which a spectacled virgin would not 
look at. Fat women have {uref erences whidi thin women 
do not share. 

Men are different. Women who disagree about every- 
thing else, agree on that. For men, some men at least, 
have a habit, certainly abnormal, of thinking while they 
read. No womanly woman ever does that, though su- 
perior women not only think while they read, but talk 
at the same time. Personally, I have had the privilege 
of knowing women who not only read and talked at the 
same time but who wrote as well. 
As well, yes, ihoug[i perhaps not well, and so mudi 
^e better for than. ITie art of ^tiaaij nwSl \»& tew 
^ponents and no demand. Populaiity ncveac «d»ks^ «KSf- 
^^ ^'^^^guided &iougtk to employ it. B\i(t liJasxe ^xfe ^^jk^dl 
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vAio like tiiat sort of thing. There are others yfbo do 
not. These also must be considered. They form femin- 
ity's two great branches, the foolish and the wise. 

That clever women like clever books and silly women 
stupid ones, is probably sdf-evident. In addition, one 
hardly needs the higher mathematics to show tiiat a 
woman who is not dever must be the reverse, nor yet 
that a story which can please both the foolish and the 
wise must be — ^not a masterpiece; a masterpiece is a 
work that seems easy to write but which no one can 
duplicate and which no publisher wants — but a book torn 
from the vitals of life. 

Life is not made up of platitudes, slang, mock heroics 
and bad grammar. Such things are, particularly in the 
magazmes. But elsewhere the pilgrim may encounter 
greed, apprdiension, fervor, hate, passion and deq>air. 
To e3q)erience these emotions is human; to portray them 
is art. 

Art itself is insufficient. Art m literature is handsomely 
bound and never read. In addition to art, there must 
be sympathy. Nous aurons des lannes, as George Moore 
somewhere esqpressed it. 

But the gift of tears is not! found in every novelist's 
inkstand, nor is it every reader to whom it appeals, bi- 
stead of weeping with the author, the reader may yawn. 
For here again tastes differ. The novel tiiat vnH bore 
(me lady to death may incite another to live and write 
a worse one. The obituary notices that publishers print 
teem with just such instancy. It isi b^mmg mcreas- 
ingly difficult to consider any of their catalogues and not 
scrawl on them Hie jacet. That is because, however 
ample the catalogue, the index omits a criterion. There 
is no way of •tellmg yAiai will tonify and what will 
fatigue. 

None the less a criterion there is; a criterion poor 
indeed and periiq>s not entirely my own, yet sd\L ^^^35^=- 
teri(Hi. The novel that can xnaSiL^ ^ ^cscnssi ^StoRKsssj^^ 
people whom At has ne^et es^ciwffiX«t^^ Vw^^^^j 
whom she shall never see, aad mo\»rcL ^5clo» ^^^ ^^^^^^s^ 
die, the novel that can do \to.l ntSSl ^?«»» «^^ 
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ifvhetfaer Monde or brunette, stout or dim, ftedded or 
spec^Bded, stuind or dever. It will please because it is 
a work of genius, for it is genius alone that can knock 
at every heart. 
That, I iUnk, is what Mr. George has done. 

BDGARSALTUS. 



A PREFACr 
Which the Author would like You to Read 

I KNOW that it is customary not to read prefaces; I 
generally skip them myself , for I do not see why I should 
read through the opinions of another man before I have 
formed my own; to read a preface after one has finished 
the book is quite another matter, for one then takes part 
in a kind of debaite. But this particular preface is not 
in the ordinary dass; I find it necessary because the 
book you are about to read has been attacked, to a cer- 
tain extent misunderstood, and because I do not want it 
said that I shirked the opportunity offered me by a new 
edition to make dear my meaning and my aims. 

This is not an apologia, so do not think that qui 
s'excuse s'accuse. I am in no wise ashamed of A Bed 
of Roses, and I am glad to think that out of the forty 
odd reviews I have received, no more than three were 
definitdy hostile; of the others, five or six seemed to 
reserve judgment, but the great majority, some eighty 
per cait., fidly recognised my object in writing the book. 
I am repl3^g, therefore, to a minority, and I am rq>l3mig 
in advance to critidsms whidi may be levied at me when 
this edition comes into yoiu* hands; I am also trying to 
forestall misconceptions whidi mi^t arise if the hock 
were not taken in the spirit in whidi it was written. It 
may be urged that a book whidi needs e:q>lanation is a 
bad book: it may be bad from a literary point of view, 
and I am not on my defence so far as that is concerned, 
but it is not bad from a moral point of view. My lLtise»r% 
merits must be adjudicated upcmXs^ c^'Qdisc^XsqI^'^ss^ 
outlook I fed entitled to deiexvOu 
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It has been suggested that ''&e sordid realism of this 
book will exdte a feeling of disgust" among my readers. 
I plead guilty; I am quite ready to excite feelings of 
disgust provided they take their origin in the social state, 
provided that after reading this book you feel able to 
say: '^Our treatment of women is a disgusting thing." 
That is what I want; I am a rebel, and I want you to be 
rebels too, to say and to damour forth that a state of 
sodety where it may profit a woman better to be a cour- 
tesan than a wage-earner is an abominable state. The 
people who say that the book is disgusting, when they 
know very wdl that it is Society is disgusting, are the 
people who, boimd together in a league of silence and sup- 
pression, are maintakiing a state of things against which 
I war. They call themsdves moralists, but they are 
immoralists, for they allow evil to flourish without pro- 
test; the evil and the ugly disappear when exposed, they 
are things tibat shine best in dark places; thus the people 
who refuse to allow li^t to be shed upon the life of ihe 
courtesan, upon the factors that make her a courtesan, 
are maintaining the conditions whidi are every day cre- 
ating yet more courtesans. All this is so simple that it 
hardly seems wor& printing, but then tiiere are more 
stupid people in the world than most of us think. 

One reviewer said tiiat I "do not realise the divinity 
of sex." Now what is the divinity of sex? I really don't 
know; one might as well talk of the divinity of digestion, 
or of &e divinity of being able to put one's boots on. 
Sex is ndther more nor less divine than anything dse. 
I quote this sentence merely as an instance of the loose 
writing whidi, garbed as critidsm, is accepted as serious. 
"Loose writing," sa3rs Mr. Arnold Bennett, "means wooden 
thinking," a most illuminating and aj^ropriate remark. 

A far more dangerous suggestion was made by a hi^- 
dass paper. I was diarged with havmg held out "a lure 
to the sensuality of my readers," witii "prostituting my 
litarary talent, presumably vnih the object of making 
money." Now, if that were true, I ought to be hunted 
out of literature, for I would have fouled the thing whidi 
^ias most pretentions to holiness, namdy art. But it is 
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not true, and the evidence can easily be found; it is not 
true because pornography does not pay, I know that 
there are a few writers who, by means of a heated atmo- 
q>here, generally extra-European, of hysterical heroines 
and Baudelarian heroes, achieve a fair vogue ... on 
the bookstalls; they make nxmey, but I know and every- 
body ought to know tiiat the books which make the most 
money are not sensuous. The books that sell are saiti- 
mental; they are full of religious and moral views, of 
heroic self-sacrifices, of perfect people; no saisual riot 
has ever sold so wdl as tearful love in a Marcus Stone 
garden. There are scores of instances among tiie novels 
published of late years; there is The Cardinal's Snuffbox, 
of which 175,000 were sold; there are the novels of Mrs. 
Barclay, sale over 1,000,000; there are the 5,000,000 
sales, of Mrs. Henry Wood and Mr. Nat Gould. Those 
figures I will never reach. Take the "best sellers" of to- 
day. Miss Marie Corelli, Mrs. Humphry Ward, Mr. 
Charles Garvice: they could be given as prizes in a Sunday 
School. 

I must not quote the names of the writers whom I 
consider salacious, but they will occur to you. They sell 
very well at a shilling, but consider that, to carry the 
same royalties, an author must sell about seven times as 
many copies at a shilling as he must sell at foiu* and six; 
now the salacious writers do not sell an3rthing approadi- 
ing 400,000 copies at four and six; few of Siem sell as 
much as 20,000. They cannot, therefore, compete with 
the sentimental writers, who easily sdl twice or three 
times that figure. I did not write A Bed of Roses to 
make money; if I had wanted to make money I should 
have tried to write another Under Two Flags or an East 
Lynne. I wrote A Bed of Roses because I had to, be- 
cause the idea of it had heea burning in me for years, 
because to write it meant that I was expressing mysdf • 
I should like to say, in passing, that I did not make mudi 
money; having been banned by the libraries I lost over 
half my total sale. Nobody can say that I received the 
wages of sin. 

I want, however, to push tb\!& Vxc^<^x, ^ 
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made it dear tiiat I have not ^'prostituted my talent^" to 
make money. I now want to show that A Bed of Roses 
is not a salacious book. I do not deny that it is out- 
qx>ken, 'that it makes no effort to conceal that there is 
such a thing as sexual desire and that the scenes in which 
sex plays a part are written in a vein which prevents 
anybody from missmg them. Well, I dcm't want you to 
miss them. There is not one of them that does not occur 
a himdred times a day in the houses, shops, streets and 
parks of this country; I have told the trutii as I see it, 
perhaps even I have not told it all. But the little I 
have told is dubbed "unhealthy," "unwholesome", "im- 
necessary," by ihose whose mind is in such a condition 
that ever3^ing connected with sex becomes salacious; they 
are the kind of people whom you may see any day at the 
National Gallery, squmting at the nude; tiiey would 
leer at the Venus of Milo, and point a jocular finger at 
the slender drapery of a Tanagra. Now it is a curious 
but true thing that words alone have no personality; 
set together in sentences and informed by the brain of 
the writer they may paint pictures that make one giggle, 
or pictures that make one weep. I do not think that you 
will, in this book, fmd anything to make you giggle. It 
is, as I feel it, cme long cry: "Oh, the pity of ^1 of this! 
Behold all this youth, this beauty and this grace, and see 
what Society is making of them I See how low it makes 
that which might be splendid!" 

In a review which is quoted in the special pages, Mr. 
James Douglas pays me the compliment of saying that 
"I am not prurient or nasty," and his opinion does not 
stand alone. In this book I have told as drily, as harshly 
and as coldly as I can, the career of a woman unfitted 
for skilled work by her lack of training, shown how she 
was driven into the ranks of the courtesans, how the base- 
ness of her new life led her to a success* of which ibe old 
"honest life" held forth no hope. You will find more 
theory than love-making in this book — unless you are of 
those who sit down before it and pick out the love-making. 
Sc? much, then, tor those whom I must call the low- 
^Oiaded. There are others, however, whose cxWidsov ^waa 
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more cogent; they understood my intention but made 
against me the perfectly reasonable charge that I was 
merely destructive; one, notaibly, complained tiiat I "Draw 
no lesson from the life into which l^e hard-headed \^c- 
toria Fulton is forced" — ^diat I do not "show in any satis- 
factory fashion that any Nemesis overtakes her for yield- 
ing to circumstances." There is a double demand in this 
criticism; the one is that I should show how we may 
arrest the creation of Victoria Fultons, the other that I 
should show that she suffered because she became a coin*- 
tesan. Well, I do not think it is the place of a literary 
artist to draw a moral from his own story. He must tell 
it as well as he can, as truthfully as possible show how 
certain effects follow on certain causes, but I do not be- 
lieve he must stand forth as a preacher, tdl his readers 
what they ought to think. There are not many writers 
of note who have ventured to moralise, except Tolstoi, 
or to build, except perhaps Mr. H. G. Wells, and the 
former moralised solely on a Christian basis, while the 
latter builds in so shadowy a fashion that it may be more 
correct to say that he stimulates. 

To stimulate, that is in my opinion the part a novd 
such as A Bed of Roses should play. I have not in my 
pocket the history of the next twenty generations; I may 
have intimations of the future in my mind, but I cannot 
tell you exactly how the world must be organised if men 
are to cease to desire Victoria Fultons, and if Victoria 
Fultons are no longer to come forward. I merely want 
to state the problem, to leave it to you, tiie many and 
the growing, to agitate it in your minds; I indicate that 
I think the problem economic, say in var5dng words that 
Victoria's class must endure so long as there is not for 
every man and every woman regular work, properly 
paid, fitted to strength and ability. That may mean 
Socialism, or Anarchism and voluntary organisation, or 
extreme individual Radicalism, subject to Protection and 
limitation of the birth rate. It may mean — ^what you 
think it means, and that sentence is my case, for my main 
object is to drag prostitution out of vts» 4»:^ ^33w«t^\s^ 
make you understand how it com<^ ^iSacwX^ \s^ \ssa5*fc ^^^^ 
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talk about it if you already understand it; for I have 
enough faith in my fdlow-man to believe that when he 
understands it he won't stand it. I have not, as Mr. 
Hyndman said to Mr. Bradlaugh, a Socialistic nook for 
every bottle-washer.* I want to open a debate. 

But my reasonable critic asks more of me; he asks 
that I should show that Victoria failed, was "overtaken 
by Nemeds." I am sorry I caimot help him; "she did not 
fail. She lived an "evil" life and flourished, and I do not 
see why anybody should be surprised, for there are 
plenty of financiers, lawyers, soldiers, tmkers, tailors and 
politicians, who flourish exceedingly in spite of the "evil" 
lives they lead. This critic assumes that a coiurtesan 
must fail because the majority of novels dealing with 
courtesans cause them to die in wretched poverty, gen- 
erally in hospital; he thinks I ought to have written 
A London Girl over again, but I venture to claim the 
right to end up my story as I like. There may be a dif- 
ference of opinion as to what success means, but in the 
economic sphere it means money and nothing else. In 
a competitive and capitalistic world gold can hardly be 
bou^t too dear, and I do not see why I should be com- 
pelled to ruin my heroine at the end because she was 
a courtesan, while I should be allowed to give her the 
hand of a peer, with his fortune inside, if ^e had been 
a shop girl, or had waited for a husband in her father's 
home at Brixton. 

This brings me to the last part of this preface. It has 
been said, in general fashion that A Bed of Roses is so 
written to encourage young women to adopt prostitution 
as a profession. This has not been said generally, it has 
not been said in the Press, it has not been said in many 
letters I have received, but it has been said by some 
people. They have gone so far as to suggest that I view 
with equanimity the existence of prostitution and look 
upon it as a creditable career. It is because of those re- 
marks I write this preface. I challenge the most squeam- 
ish to read through A Bed of Roses and discover a single 



*See the St James's Hall debate. 
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Une where I do not put forward prostitution as an abom- 
inable thing; I show, especially in those chapters where 
several courtesans figure, the dangers of the trade, murder, 
disease, degeneration by drink, poverty; I show how cour-^ 
tesans are hunted by the biUlies who prey upon them^ 
how little the police can protect them if they want to. 
My heroine succeeds, yes, but that is the irony of Ae 
book; for one courtesan who succeeds there are a score 
who die in ho^itals, mad-houses and homes for inebri- 
ates; everybody knows that, but everybody does not 
know that some of these women succeed, marry, have 
children and live out perfectly normal lives. There are 
hazards in this dangerous trade, but there are hazards 
in mining, glazing with lead «jid the making of phos^ 
phorus matches. 

I do not recommend prostitution as a career. None 
but the most beautiful women are fitted for it, and then 
ihey must have hearts of fiint, the insensibility of a sur- 
geon, the rapacity of a usurer. As a rule they go down 
in the stru^e, for they generally lack these qualities; 
they are mostly simple girls whose careers have been 
made for them by an initial mistake, who have been se- 
duced and himted out of their class; they are often the 
gentiest, the most generous of their sex, and when they 
are hard it is because the hand of every man and of 
every woman has been against them. Therefore they 
fail, for in that profession there is no room for human 
sympathy, or very little. It needs a superwoman, such 
as Victoria, to dominate her own destiny. That is why 
I thought it wrong to show that ^e became degraded 
in mind, coarse or cruel; she did not, for she was in- 
vincibly hard to herself, her eyes were open. Now all 
this is dearly stated, stated over and over again; it can- 
not be said that the life I paint, a Ufe of isolation, out- 
rage and abasement, can be a temptation to any woman. 
If I had been sentimental, if I had surrounded my cour- 
tesan with the foolish glamour of la Dame aux Cam^Uas, 
pretended she remained a ''lady," honoured and as^^x^ds^ 
ated by men, treated by them as an «3f>aiJL,\ \ssL^i^\i»»^ 
writtai a dangerous book. 1B\i!t 1 ^'^ M2iu ^^ caKs?5» 
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of Victoria is about as unromantic as diat of a saccessful 
manufacturer of blacking. 

The one thing that matters in Victoria's career is 
the opposition between her failure in "honest" labour, 
and her success in Hie pursuit of "vice." I have said al- 
ready that I had rather a woman took her chances in 
"honest labour" however small these may be, for I do not 
believe that any but very strong women caa survive the 
other life; I have another reason, and that is a purdy 
personal one: I look upon love as the one thing which 
matters in the world, die one thing which can inflame us 
into artistic creation, into heroism, as the first and last 
pleasure, the root of happkiess and the source of every 
ambition and economic activity. Believing this, I must 
look upon prostitution as sacrilege. It mocks the sacred 
thing. With this in my mind you must realise with what 
horror I view social conditions which, in my opinion, 
automatically drive splendid potential lovers into a trade 
of mummery. That is why I diose a woman sudi as 
Victoria Fulton, young, beautiful, penniless, friendless 
and imskilled; and that is why I set her at unskilled 
trades, where she was open to the insults which are, to 
my knowledge, levelled every day at the women em- 
ployed in them. 

"Honest" labour among women is the direct purveyor 
of prostitutes. The wages earned by woman are notori- 
ously so low that they do not afford her more than a 
bare living: I am not speaking of girls who leave their 
fathers' houses every day to earn pocket-money, but of 
the young women ^o are tr3nng to keq> diemselves on 
twelve to sixteen shillings a week, waitresses, seamstresses, 
taQoresses, day-servants, of die shopgirls who "live in," 
and whose food is so inadequate fiiat most of their 
small wages go towards sup^ementing it. Those womai 
live perpetusdly on the edge of poverty, of starvation; 
^Mteasff, zznemplqyment, accident leave diem hopelessly 
A ^afaftij perpetually oppress them. They live under the 
^^^ ^^ut I go further; I do not \>€i\eve «aaX. Vi S& 
^^^/^^ ^ yomg woman that she dwwiVd \ie ^\^ ^ft 
'"■«^^ lecd and dotbe herself in sacii Nnsfc «& ^.^ ?»^ ^^ 
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living. She wants pleasure, pretty dothes, she wants 
to visit theatres, to walk in green fiddi, she wants to buy 
Bovdettes, diromos, trashy jewdlery, she wants to play 
games and, according to tiie fashion of the day, to have 
money for Earl's Court, the skating-rink or the picture 
palace. You can scoff at those desires if you like, if you 
prefer and can afford dinners at the Savoy and stalls at 
the Opera, but the working girl's idea of pleasure is 
ndther more nor less legitimate than yours; she knows 
what she wants and I think her as entitied to it as if she 
were a Countess or the wife of a millicmaire. I look 
tqxm the desire for pleasure as normal, as human; it is a 
xksire implanted deep in ever3rthmg that lives, from the 
dog that begs for sugar to the old man in his bath 
chair who wants to bask in the sun. 

We want pleasure as well as food, and it is partly 
because young women want pleasure that they become 
prostitutes. "Diey are not contrat to spend twelve hours 
a day 'in a shop, or sixteen in a kitchen; they want ease, 
privacy, laughter, excitement. Wdl, how shall they have 
it? Shall they be told they must not have it? Have 
we, of the well-to-do dass, we who spend a workman's 
annual wage on a summer holiday, the audadty to say 
that they ought not to want it? Pochaps they ought 
not to want it, perhaps they ought to be ascetics, but 
we are not ascetics, and we cannot preach to the poor. 
Personally I do not think we ought to be ascetics, but 
let those who do think so give an example which is 
woefully lacking in a capitalist sodety. 

Wanting pleasure, and often wanting bread, londy, ill 
educated, petty, limited, tempted by man, naturally joy- 
ous and life-lusty, women find that the things they need 
appear to be given to the courtesan. It is not wonderful 
that they should give way. Thrown out of employment 
by seasonal trades, or seduced and driven, with thdr 
child, out of their homes, they choo^ '^^^ ^smj^ ^^^^ssafc* 
What does that mean? It does i\g\. tbssssjl ^CscaX ^^^ 
should grind the fallen, ptosecwX-e^ ^cvSl ykss^tvs^^?^^ ^ 
soUdting, send them to peaal »VQ«nv^^^^^^^^ 
sort wiOi them, thrust tticni\>ad^^^'^^ 
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still, I will not labour tiiat, for I have no plan for curing 
prostitutes: it is too late, for the steady world cannot 
receive back most of &ese adventuresses. But I have a 
plan for reducing the temptations of the life, and that is 
to provide another avenue. Let it be laid down that a 
woman has a right to work and a right to live, a right 
to education, primary, secondary, hi^er and techni(^; 
a right to be maintained while she is being educated; a 
right to a minimum wage; a rig^it to work not more than 
a moderate number of hours; a right to a proper endow- 
ment for motherhood,"*" a right to full wages during sick- 
ness; a right to an old age pension which shall not be 
less than £i, and b^in at about fifty-five. 

Then, labouring moderately and for a fair wage, se- 
cured against accident, and freed from the dangers of 
the future, women will be able to afford to be splendid, 
ihey will no longer be tempted to be base. It will be ex- 
pulsive. It will cost some people their motor-cars. T^ich 
will you have ia Fiocadilly? More motor-cars or less 
prostitutes? 

W. L. George. 



* Rather more tiian the pr^sterous 301 of the Insurance 
Act, and 7s 6d allowance for sickness. 
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PART ONE 



CHAPTER I 

''We go.'' The lascar meditativdy pressed his face, 
bro^m and begrimed with coal dust, streaked here and 
there with sweat, against the rope which formed the 
rough bulwark. His dark eyes were fixed on the shore, 
near by, between which and the ship's dde the water 
quivered quicker and quicker in little ripples, each ripple 
canying an iridescent film of grey ooze. Without joy or 
sadness he was bidding goodbye to Bombay, his dty. 
Those goodbyes are often farewells for lascars who must 
face the Bay and the Giannel. But the stoker did not 
care. 

His co«npanion lay by his side, lazily propped up 
on his elbow, not deigning even to take a last look at 
the market place, seething still with its crowded reds and 
blues and golds. ''Dekko I " cried the first stoker pointing 
to the wharf where a white man in dirty smock had just 
cast off the last rope, which came away swishing through 
the air. 

His companion did not raise his eye&. Slowly he 
tilted up his pannikin and let the water flow in a thin 
stream into his mouth, keepmg the metal away from his 
lips. Then, careless of the land of Akbar, he let himselt 
sink on. the deck and composed himself to sleep. India 
was no concern of his. 

A few yards away a woman watched them absently 
from the upper deck. She was conscious of them, con- 
scious too of ihe slow insistent buzzing of a gad-fly. Her 
eyes slowly shifted to the shore, passed over the market 
place, stopped at the Fort. There, in the open spacty a 
troop was drilling, white and q)eckless, alertly in^edhis 
at the word of conmiand. Her* eye^ y^^x^ ^^ ^ok^ ^ssw 

X 
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the group as the ship imperceptibly receded from the 
shore, throbbing steadily as the boilers got up steam. A 
half-naked brown boy was racing along the wharf to 
gain a start and beat the vessel before she reached tbe 
military crane. 

The woman turned away. She was neidier tall nor 
short: she did not attract attention overmudi but she 
was one of those who retain such attention as they draw. 
She was clad entirely in black; her face seemed to start 
forward intensified. Her features were regular; her 
mouth small. Her skin, darkened by the shadow of a 
broad brimmed hat, blushed still darker at the che^s. 
The attraction was all in the eyes, large and grey, sug- 
gestive of energy without emotion. Her chin was square, 
perhaps too thick in the jaw. 

She turned once more and leant against the bulwark. 
A yard away another woman was also standing, her 
eyes fixed on the shore, on a figure who waited motion- 
less on the fast receding wharf. As the steamer kept on 
her course the woman craned forward, saw once more 
and then lost sight of the lonely figure. She was small, 
fair, a little insignificant, and dres»^ all in white drill. 

The steamer had by now attained half ^peed. The 
shore was streaming by. The second woman turned her 
back on the bulwark, looked about aimlessly, then, per- 
ceiving her neighbour, impulsively went up to her and 
stood dose beside her. 

The two women did not ^peak, but remained watdi- 
ing the shoals fiy past. Far away a train in Kolaba 
puffed up sharp bursts of smoke into the blue air. There 
was noting to draw the attration of the beholder in 
that interminable shore, low-lying and muddy, flashed 
here and there with ragged trees. It was a desert almost, 
save for a village built between two swamps. Here and 
there smoke arose, brown and peaty from a bonfire. In 
the evening li^t the sun's declinmg rays lit up with 
racliance the red speck of a heavy shawl on the tiny 
^^^^ of a, brovm gfrl 
ab^^^^ Ak little, as the ship entcccd liie i«arw«u, ^Qafc 
^ needed almost into nothingnesa. TVie two ^otdh 
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still 'watdhedy vMe India merg^ into shadow. It was 
the seccmd hour and, as the sMp slowly turned towards 
the west, the women watched the great cocoanut trees 
turn into black specks upon Maila point. Then, slowly, 
the shore sank into the dark sea until it was gone and 
nothing was left of India save the vaguely paler night 
that tells of land and the even fainter white speais of the 
distant light. 

For a moment they stood still, side by side. Hien 
the fair woman suddenly put her hand on her compan- 
ion's arm. "Ilm cold," she said, "let's go below." 

Tlie dark girl looked at her sympathetically. "Yes,** 
she said, "let's, who'd have thought we wanted to see 
more of the beastly coimtry than we could help. • . . 
I say, what's the matter, Molly?" 

Molly was still looking towards 'die li^t; one of her 
feet tapped the deck nervously; she fumbled for her 
handkerchief. "Nothing, nothing," she said indistinctly, 
"come and impack*" She turned away from her com- 
panion and quickly walked towards the gangway. 

The dark girl looked once more into the distance where 
even the searchli^t had waned. "Vic I" cried the fair 
gfarl querulously, half way up the deck. "All ri^t, I'm 
coming," replied the woman in black. She looked again 
at the pale horizon into which India had faded, at the 
deck before her where a little black cluster of people 
had formed to look their last upon the light. Then she 
turned and followed her companion. 

The cabin was on the lower deck, small, stuffy in the 
extreme. Its two grave-like bunks, its drop table, even 
its exiguous armchair promised no comfort. On the 
worn carpet the pattern had almost vanished; alone the 
official nimierals on the edge stared forth. For half an 
hour the two women unpacked in silence; Molly knelt 
by the side of her trunk delving into it, dragging out 
garments which she tried to find room for on the scanty 
pegs. Her companicm merely raised the lid of her tsxsaakw 
to ease the pressure on het dc<Oafis», «xA ^^J«kr^ ^;^^^^ 
dressing-case on the drop lab\fe. CtoK& ^^ "^^^^^ 
spokea but, at that momenl, «l tetox »^ casBfc^»cs»^ 
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ly's kneeling form. She went up to her, put her arm 
ebout faer neck and kissed her cheek. She undressed 
wearily, dimbed into the upper berth. Soon Molly did 
likewise, after turning down Hie light. For a while she 
si^ed and turned uneasily; then she became quieter,^ 
her breathing more measured, and she slq>t. 

Victoria Fulton lay in her berth, her eyes wide open, 
glued to the roof a foot or so above her face. It was 
very like a coffin, Ae thought, perhaps a suitable enough 
habitation for her, but at present, not in the least tanpt- 
ing. A salutary capadty for optimism was enabling her 
to review the past three years and to speculate about the 
future. Not that either was very rosy, especially the 
future. 

The steady throb of the screw pulsated through the 
stuffy cabin, and blended with the silence broken only 
by Molly's regular breathing in the lower berth. Victoria 
could not help remembering other ni^ts passed also in 
a stuffy little cabin, where the screw was throbbing as 
steadily, and when the silence was broken by breathing 
as regular, but a little heavier. Three years only, and 
she was going home. But now she was leaving behind her 
the hi^ hopes she had brou^t with her. 

She was no exception to the common rule, and memo- 
ries, ^e&er bitter or sweet, had always bridged for 
her the gulf between wakefulness and sleep. And what 
could be more natural than to recall those nights, three 
years ago, when every beat of that steady screw was 
bringing her nearer to the country where her young hus- 
band was, according to his mood, going to win the V. C, 
trace the treasure stolen from a Begum, or become miU- 
tary member on the Viceroy's Council? Poor old Dicky, 
she thought, perhaps it was as well he did not live to 
see himself a major, old and embittered, with all those 
hopes behind him. 

There were no tears in her eyes when she thought of 

l^ulton. The good old da3rs, the officers' ball at Lymp- 

ion when she danced with him half the night, the rutty 

-w» whei^e tbey met to sit on a baaok ol daxK^ tok«& 

^"^^ing earth and crushed leaves^ aaA liSafc ctossM&b^ 
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little diurch where she became Fulton's wife, all that was 
far away. How dulled it all was, too, by tiiose tluree 
years during which, in the hot moist air of the plains, 
she had seen him degenerate, his skin lose its freshness, 
his eyelids pucker and gather pouches, his tongue grow 
ever more bitter as he attempted to still with whisky the 
drunkard's chronic thirst. She could not even judder 
at the thou^t of all it had meant for her, at the horror 
of seeing him become every day more stupefied, at the 
savage outbursts of the later days, at the last scenes, 
crude and phydcally foul. Three years had taught her 
brain dullness to such scenes as those. 

The tragedy of Fulton was a common enou^ thing. 
Heat, idleness, temporary affluence, all those &ings that 
do not let a man see thst life is blessed only by the 
works that enable him to forget it, had played havoc with 
him. He had followed up his initial error of coming into 
the world at all by marrying a woman who neither ca- 
joled nor coerced him. With the best of intentions she 
had bored him to extinction. His interest in things be- 
came slender; he drank himself to death, and not even 
the ghost of his self lived to grieve by his bedside. 

In ^ite of everything it had not been a bad life in its 

way. Victoria had been the belle, in spite of Mrs. Major 

Dajtle and her peroxidised tresses. Md there had been 

polo (Dicky always would have three ponies and refused 

three faimdred guineas for Tagrag) and regimental dances 

i4and gymkhanas and what not. Under the sleq>y sun 

these diree years had passed, not like a flash of li^tning, 

but slowly, dreamily, in the imending routine of marches, 

inspections, migrations to and from tilie hills. The end 

had come quickly. One day they carried Dick Fulton 

all the way from the mess and laid him under his own 

verandah. The fourth day he died of dnhosis of the 

liver. Even Mrs. Major Dartle who formally called 

and lit up the darkened room with the meretdck^^^ ^^^^ 

of her curls hinted thai iX n^^s %. \i^N^'i x^«aafc. ^^^5. 

station in gaieral had no do\3bt ^&\o ^^^^«»«^^'^"'^^*^^ 

release had come. . ,3«s^c3 "^ 

As Victoria lay in her coffiaiA^e \i««ci ^^fc -«*>- 
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to analyse her fedmg for Fulton. The three years had 
drawn over her past sc»nething like a veil behind which 
she could see the dim ^apes of her impressions dancing 
like Mostly marionettes. She knew that she had loved 
him with tiie discreet passion of an Englishwoman. He 
had burst in upon her ravished soul like the materialised 
dream of a sdioolgirl; he had been adorably careless, 
adorably rakish. For a whole year all his foibles had 
been charms in so far as they made the god more human, 
nearer to her. Then, one night, he had returned home 
so drunk as to fall prostrate on the tiles of the verandah 
and sleep there irntU next morning. She had not dared 
to call the ayah or the butler and, as she could not rouse 
or lift him, she had left him lying there under some rugs 
and mosquito netting. 

During the rest of that revolutionary ni^t she had 
not slept, nor had she found the relief of tears that is 
given most women. Hot waves of indignation flowed 
over her. She wanted to get up, to stamp with rage, 
to kick the disgraceful thing on die tiles. She held her- 
self down, however, or peihaps the tradition of the Eng- 
lish counties whispered to her that anything was prefer- 
able to scandal, that crises must be noiseless. When dawn 
came and she at last managed to arouse Fulton by flood- 
ing his head with the contents of the water jug, the hot 
fit was gone. She felt cold, too aloof, too far away from 
him to hate him, too pertrified to reproach him. 

Fulton took no notice of the incident. He was still 
yoimg and vigorous enou^ to ^ake off within a few 
hours the effects of the drink. Besides he seldom men- 
tioned things that affected their relations; in die keep 
of his heart he hid the resentment of a culprit against 
the one who has caught him in the act. He confined his 
conversation to daily happenings; in moments of expan- 
sion he talked of the future. They did not, however, 
draw nearer one another; thus the evolution of their mar- 
riage tended inevitably to draw them apart. Victoria 
ifpas no longer angry, but she was fri^tened because she 

^ad been fii^texied and she hated the source of her fear. 

J^ulton, thick skinned as he vn&^ fdl th^ esXxwk^igsccii^X 
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keenly. He grew to hate his wife; it abnost made him 
wisfa to hurt her again. So he absented himself more 
often, drank more, then died. His wife was free. So 
this was freedom. Freedom, a word to conjure with, 
thought Victoria, when one is enslaved and meaning very 
little when one is free. She was able to do what she 
liked and wished to do nothing. Of course things would 
smooth themselves out: they always did, even though 
the smoothing process might be lengthy. They must do 
so, but how? There were friends of course, and Ted, 
and thirty poimds of Consols unless they'd gone down 
again, as safe investments are wont to do. She would 
have to do some work. Rather funny, but how jolly to 
draw your first month's or week's salary; everybody 
said it was a proud moment Of course it would have 
to be earned, but that did not matter: everybody had to 
earn what they got, she supposed, and they ou^t to en- 
joy doing it. Old Flynn, the D.C., used to say that work 
was a remimerative occupation you didn't like, but then 
he had been twenty years in India. 

Molly turned uneasily in her bunk and settled down 
again. Victoria's train of thought was broken and she 
could not detadi her attention from the very gentle snore 
&at came from the lower berth, a snore gentle but so 
insidious that it seemed to dominate the steady beat of 
the screw. Throu^ the porthole, over which now there 
raced some flecks of ^pray, she could see nothing but the 
blackness of the sky, a blackness which at times turned 
to grey whenever the still inkier sea app)eared. The 
cabin seened black and empty, lit up faintly by a white 
skut flung on a chair. Slowly Victoria sank into sleep, 
conscious of a half dream of England where so many un- 
knowable things must happen. 

CHAPTER n 

"No, Molly, I don't think it's very nice of you," said 
Victoria, ''we've been out four days and I've done noth- 
faig but mc^ and mope; it's all ^icrj ^^ \ss?^ Xsks^^-^ 
wMoir and aU that: I'm not sa«BK^\xa%^^ «A.^'^^s^<^ 
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play hop scotch on deck with the master gunner, but for 
four days I've been readmg a three months' old Harper^s 
and the memoirs of Mademoiselle de I don't know what, 
and . . ." 

"But what have I done?" cried Molly. 

"I'm bored," replied Victoria, with admirable detach- 
ment, "and what's more, I don't intend to go on bdng 
bored for another fortnight; I'mi going on deck to find 
somebody to amuse me." 

"You can't do that," said Molly, "they're washing it.'* 

"Very well, then. 111 go and watch and sing songs to 
the men." Victoria glared at her imoffending companion, 
her lips tightening and her jaw growing ominously 
squarer. 

"But my dear girl," said Molly, "I'm awfully sorry. 
I didn't know you cared; come and have a game of 
quoits with me and old Cairns. There's a place behind 
the companion which I should say nobody ever does 
wash." 

Victoria was on the point of answering that ^e hated 
quoits as she never scored and &ieiy were generally dirty, 
but the prospect of returning to the ancient Harper's was 
not alluring, so she followed Molly to the hatchway and 
climbed up to the upper dec^ still shining moist and 
white. Apparently they would not have to play behind 
die companion. Four men were leaning against the bul- 
warks, looking out at nothing as people do on board 
ship. Victoria just had time to notice a very broad 
flannd-dad back surmounted by a thick neck, while 
Molly went up to the last man and unceremoniously 
prodded him in the ribs. 

"Wake up, Bobby," she said, "I^ waiting." 

The men all wheeled roimd suddenly. The broad 
man stepped forward quickly and shook hands with 
Molly. Then he took a critical look at Victoria. The 
three young men struggled for an absurd little bag whidi 
Molly always dropped at the right moment. 
«i» y^'^ ^^ y^^ ^^f ^^' Fulton," said the \jto^ tftan 
^/^^f ^^^ ^ ^^d. Victoria took \t YieA\a.\m^^- 
^'^nt you remember me?" he ssdd, "TAv ^mbi€^ 
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Cairns. Major Cairns. You know. Travancores. Met 
you at l£s Excellency's hop." 

Of course she remembered him. He was so typical. 
Anybody could have told his profession and his rank 
at sight. He had a broad humorous face, tanned over 
freckled pink. Since he left Wellington he had grown 
a little in every direction and had become a large middle- 
aged boy. Victoria took him in at one look. A square 
face sudi as that of Cairns, distinctly chubby, framing 
grey blue eyes, was as easily recalled as forgotten. She 
took in his forehead, high and likely to become higher 
as his hair receded; his strai^t aggressive nose; his little 
rou^ moustache looking like nothing so much as a ragged 
strip off an Irish terrier's back. 

While Victoria was wondering what to say, Molly, de- 
termined to show her tiiat she was not going to leave 
her out, had thrust her three henchmen forward. 

"This is Bobby," die remarked. Bobby was a tall 
young man with a roimd head, bright brown eyes full 
of dheerfuhiess and hot temper. "And Captain Alastair 
. . . and Mr. Parker." Alastair smiled. Smiles were 
his method of expression. Mr. Parker bowed rather low 
and said nothing. He had at once conceived for Victoria 
the mixture of admiration and dislike that a man feels 
towards a woman who would not marry him if she knew 
where he had been to sdiool. 

"I hope," said Mr. Parker slowly, "that your . . ." 
But he broke off suddenly, realising the mourning and 
feeling the groimd to be imsafe. 

"Mr. Parker, I've been looking for you all the mom- 
ing," interjected Molly, with intuition. "You've promised 
to teach me to judge my distance," and she cleverly 
pushed Bobby between Mr. Parker and Victoria. "Come 
along, and you, Bobby, you can pick ihe rings up." 

"Rig^t O," said Bobby readily. She turned towards 
&e stem followed by the obedient Bobby and Mr. Parker. 

Captain Alastair smiled vacuo^^ ^ TSiai^ ^a. '^Sl \s:* ^^^^ 
low the trio, realising thai Vt ^^s. ^. «^» ^^i^T^ve 
back md finally coverinft \na <»DS»stfs«i\3rj -^^ssas^ 
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yards onwards to tdl Mrs. Colonel Lanning that it was 
blowing up for a squall. 

Victoria had watched the little incident with amused 
detachment. 

"Who is Mr. Parker?" she enquired. 

"Met him yesterday for the first time," said Cauns, 
"and really I can't say I want to know. Might be awk- 
ward. Must be in die stores or something. Looks to 
me like a cross between a mute and a p>arson. Bit of a 
worm, anyhow." 

"Oh, he dicki't hurt my feelings," remarked Victoria; 
"but some men never know what women have got on." 
Cairns looked her over approvingly. Shoddy-looking 
mourning. Durzee made of course. But, Lord, what 
hands and eyes. 

"I daresay not," he said drily. "I wish he'd keep 
away thougji. Let's walk up." 

He took a stride or two away from Alastair. Victoria 
followed him. She was rather taken with his rough 
simplicity, the comfort of his apparent obtuseness. So 
like an uncle, she thought 

"Well, Mrs. Fulton," said Cairns, "I suppose you're 
glad to be here, as usual." 

"As usual?" 

"Yes, as usual; people are always glad to be on board. 
If they're going home, they're going home and if they're 
going out they're thinking ihaX it's going to be full pay 
instead of half." 

"It hadn't struck me like that," said Victoria with a 
smile, "thou^ I suppose I am glad to go home." 

"Funny," said the Major, "I never foimd a country 
like India to make people want to come to it and to 
make them want to get out of it when ihey were there. 
We had a sub <mce. You should have heard him on the 
dead cities. Somewhere southeast of Hyderabad, he 
said. And native jewellery, and fakirism, and all that. 
J^e'sgot a liver now and the last I heard of him was fliat 
^^^ut bis shoulder out at polo." 
ar^^^^"^ /^ierf out over the irranense dOv «c^«sfi«a& 
^ water Far away on the skyline a-trnt^^Nn^aScL 
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ol smoke showed that some tramp steamer was passing 
than unseen. Tlie world was between them; they were 
crawling on one side of the ball and the tramp on the 
other, like flies on an orange. Was that tramp, Bcmibay 
boimdy canymg more than a cargo of rolling stock? Per- 
haps the mate had forgotten his B.S.A. fittings and was 
brooding, he too, over the dead cities, somewhere south- 
east of Hyderabad. 

"No," repeated Victoria slowly, "it hadn't struck me 
like that." 

Cairns looked at her curiously. He had heard of Ful- 
ton and knew of the manner of his death. He could not 
help thinking that she did not seem to show many signs 
of a recent bereavement, but then she was well rid of 
Fulton. Of course there were other things too. Going 
back as the widow of an Indian officer was all very weU 
if you could afford the luxury, but if you couldn't, well, 
it coulcki't be much catch. So, being thirty-eight or so, 
he prudently directed the conversation towards the cus- 
tomary subjects discussed on board a trooper: the abom- 
inable accommodation and the appalling incompetency 
of tibie government with regard to the catering. 

Victoria listened to himi placidly. His ancient tittle- 
tattle had been made familiar to her by three years' as- 
sociation with his fellows, and she had learned that she 
need not say much, as his one wish was naturally to 
revile the authorities and all their work. But one item 
interested her. 

"After all," he said, "I don't see why I should talk. 
I've had enou^ of it. I'm sending in my papers as soon 
as I've settled a small job at Perim. I'll get back to 
Aden and shake all that beastly Asiatic dust off my 
shoes." 

"Surely," said Victoria, "you're not going to leave the 
Service?" Her intonation implied that she was urging 
him not to commit suicide. Some women must pass 
twice under the yoke. 

"Fed up. Sknply f ed up mtki \\, ?«s^^«sfc"^^^'''!^^« 
BXH>Aer twenty years in India ox ^Vsi^gs^'t^ ^^^ ^ 
Kcash bow much f orrarder «a 1^ TJae^^ ^^^^o^k^ 
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a colonel or courtesy general and dump me into an Eng- 
land which doesn't care a hang about me with the re- 
mains of malaria, no digestion and no temper. I'll then 
while away my time watching the busses pass by from 
one of the windows of the Rag and give my daily opinion 
of the doings of Simla and the National Congress to men 
who will only list^i to me so long as I stand them a 
whisky and soda." 

"It isn't alluring," said Victoria, "but it may not be 
as bad as that. You can do marvels in India. My hus- 
band used to say that a man could hope for anytiiing 
fliere." 

Cairns suppressed the obvious retort that Fidtcm's 
ideals did not seem to have materialised. 

"No," he said, "I'm not ambitious. India's steam 
rollered all that. When I've done with my job at Perim, 
which won't be much more than a couple of mcoiths, I'm 
going home. Don't know that I'll do any&ing in par- 
ticular. Farm a bit, perhs^, or have some chambers 
somewhere near St. James' and dabble in balloons or 
motors. Some shooting too. All that sort of thing." 

"Perhaps you are right," said Victoria after a pause. 
"I suppose it's as well to do what <xie likes. Shall we 
join the otters?" 

CHAPTER ra 

Life on a trooper is not eventful. Victoria was not 
so deeply absorbed in her mourning or in the pallid litera- 
ture borrowed from Molly as not to notice it. Though 
she was not what is termed serious, the perpetual quoits 
on the upper deck in company with Alastair and his con- 
versation limited by smiles, and with Mr. Parker and his 
conversation limited by uneasiness, palled about the sec- 
ond game. Bobby too was a cypher. It was his fate 
to be known as "Bobby," a quantity of no importance. 
He belonged to the modem sohod of squires of dames, 
ever ready to fetch a handkerchief, to fish when he in- 
TOra^ wanted to sZeep in a deck-dhait or \ft taBt ^*«dl 
^eJmda headache. Such men have tbat vtJNft %&\»x» 
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cats and Victoria did not avoid his dieery ndg^bourhood. 
But he vrss summed up in the small fact whidi she 
recalled with gentle amusement a long time after: she 
had never known his name. For her, as for &e ship's 
company, he was "Bobby," merely "Bobby." 

Tlie female section too could detain none but cats and 
hens, as Victoria put it She had moved too long a tiny 
satellite in the orbit of Mrs. Colond So-and-So to return 
to the little group which slimibered all day by the funnd 
dreaming aloud the petty happenings of Bombay. The 
heavy rains at Chandraga, the simply awful things that 
had been said about an A.D.C. and Mrs. Bryan, and the 
scandalous way in which a Babu had be^ niade a judge, 
all this filled her with an extraordinary weariness, ^e 
felt, in ihe presence of these remains of her daily life, 
as she would when confronted for the third time with 
the cold leg of muttcm. 

True there was Cairns, a nmn rig^t enou^ and jovial 
in spite of his cynical assumption that nothing was worA 
anything. He could produce pas^g fair aphorisms, 
throw doubts on the value of success and happiness. 
There was nothkig, however, to hold on to. Victoria had 
not found in hun a teadier or a hdp^. He was merdy 
destructive of thou^t and epicurean in taste. Convinced 
that wine, woman and song were quite valudess things 
he nevertheless knew the best Riidesheimer and had an 
eye for the droop of Victoria's shoulders. 

Cairns obviously liked Victoria. He did not shun his 
fellow passengers, for he considered that the dullest peo- 
ple are the most interesting, yet she could not hdp notic- 
ing from time to time that his eyes followed her aroimd. 
He was a good big man and ^e knew that his thick 
hand, a little swollen and sunburnt would be a good thing 
to touch. But there was in him none of that subtle 
magnetism that gra^s and holds. He was coarse, per- 
haps a little vulgar at heart. 

Thus Victoria had roamed aimlessLv ^n^ '^^ ^ss^<» 
positing even the bows whete, tNefta^Sm^^ ^I^*^"^ 
seemed to brood in fixed atAtudes a& «^ '^'^*®^ .^^^^ 
of Nirvana. She often ^rondcceA Vd «»» \xws^?-"«^ 



IKIIdiMS JhiitftnTy tidiTidiBC ^if lawt fiwf ar HlniiiiiMi 



te dcM ?wir Jtojt ato£ !finiii^ Men ^ w m,in.rHBil Inr 
t&ir IbcBwt 30; T^ wmuni mr*. mnsQr ysbxw jbsl TiriWl. 
3^^<s !V5C3iIfi£ IT 10^. sr "argfriirf snt TTHff wilu t&bt^ 
Cdimnuupidcs' lumma^ tiaiTigiiifis. ilriuiuiii^ nr THffr ^inmii 
B^sides^ iteavcec? 'ir turippcr Kkxnimc ismcEom 
isttt ynop- ifsdl» ^men^ it 'las nsxaaaaBify x itticf mfniffr. 
"dent ^xtQ'f ^bet lami ■TBfrir ina»:TBff^ '^hica tbcl j£. -fig 

icrrai Xaccaesies -^nfcr and the iiy-yjwj? ir jrvin]^ 
ocfifis^ nofiie 'roan iSt*/ mpces a Tmnth. 

P^srpciQUtol]* ixr Ihdiaa tcbod -HiinmwireEt ly, sdnt 
the ipaque ^e li % staik. bieaiEzng: ox ±DCfr ixua 
amse ^aflers^ iiai sTOlcad janfly rxHOfs dan ,x 
bieasc .^xxd iie jay2b ^aswd >iil 

They ^icm i»nn«: Aacn. ±Kn]«h nothing: oa ±fr 
hooam ixiid «h ±e lutptai l iua e ±e riith li ~iie 
b«9iis^ to ovemhttm ±e ^igmiffffr of ±e ITess. VIcraEift 
and C^inis^ "^cre IcaoBn]^ m ±e ^Uffhoaid JtiiyoDL. ^k 
"^nfr looku!]^ vaoioiiatty into the greymj^ Hcy, jna ciiim 
that Cairns -ns- -^wrrmng jer. Se rett -:fith esinuDdi:- 
naiy zimmesmr zbax he ^faa^ ^iwing: 35 if ipetl-oouncr at 
the SQft 3nd re^iiar nse and rail *yi jst skin '.owatids- rfav 
coacse biack. openwork oi aer lodke. Far away in rfar 
twilight -vafr somethin]^ ion^ and biack^ oaidly oure ^bmt 
a :ine vamsoiog. towards ±e ruurth. 

•'AraJEiy, ' said Caima* 

Victoria looked more imemly. Far iway, batf -/tiUt 
by the mists oi night, imtit by ±e evoiing. star, lay Use 
coast .^kiaioyy the land n manna and niuik — 01 biaofe- 
eyed women — oi boraes ±ai chan^ strange bits, riosr 
and there a biackaaed rock parang *ip from 'Jie -nasEe of 
sand and scnio. Its utter ■ieaoiatTon awakened a symp^ 
thetic chord. It "^wia loneiy, as ihe ';vas iooeiy. .\ft^ tfas 
night sfwifty mahed into die heavcna^ she iet ber anir 
^Te9i ^gttiasi that oi Caim& Tbm bis 2iand dosed over 
^^eiai- It mm^ vman and bati:, B«nti]mai%. v\kib a. paift Iqiht: 
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They stood cold and sitent while fhe ni^t swallowed 
up the coast and all, save here and thc^re the foam tip 
of a wave. The man had put his ann around her and 
pressed her to him. She did not resist. The soft wmd 
playing in her hair carried a straying lock mto his eyes, 
half blmding him and making him catch his breath, so 
redolent was it, not with the scent of flowers, but of life, 
vigorous and rich in its thousand saps. He drew her 
closer to him and pressed his lips on her neck. Victoria 
did not resist. 

From the forepeak swathed in darkness, came the faint 
unearthly echoes of the stoka-'s song. There were no 
fourths; the dominant and the subdominant were absent. 
Strangely attuned to the western ear, the soimds some- 
times bocmied, sometimes fell to a whisper. The chant 
rose like incense into the heavens, celebrating Durga, 
protector of the Motherland, Lak^mi, bowered in the 
flower that in the water grows. Cairns had drawn Vic- 
toria close against him. He was stirred and shaken as 
never before. All conspired against him, the night, the 
fancied scents of Araby, the unresisting woman in his 
arms who yielded him her lips with the passivity of weari- 
ness. They did not think as they kissed, whether laying 
the foimdation of regret or snatching JFrom the fleeting 
hour a moment of thoughtless joy. Again a brass drmn 
boomed out beyond them, softly as if touched by velvet 
hands. It carried tiie buzzing of bees, the calls of corn- 
crakes, in every tone the rich scents of the jungle, where 
undergrowth rots in black water — of perfumes that bum 
before the gods. Then the night wind arose and swept 
away &e crooning voices. 

CHAPTER IV 

Victoria stepped out on the platform widi a heart 
that bounded ainl yet ^rank. Not even the firs.t It&sX. 
coming of the coastline had ©vcrv Yvex \5afc ^to«if^ -^^ws'^- 
cat shock th&t she experienced oa ^v& >i"ax^ ^''^'^^ 
Waterloo station lay around Yvet m a p^ ^^ ^'^'^^^^'^^^^A^ 
xn£sf that gri^^d and wrenched at \i« VSqx^«3u 
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the fog a thousand ungainly Aapes of stairs and signab 
thrust themselves, some crude in their near bladmess^ 
others fainter in the distance. It might have been a 
dream scene but for the uproar that rose arotmd her 
from the rumble of London, the voices of a great crowd 
Yet all this violence of life, the darkness, tiie surge of 
men and women, all this told her that she was once more 
in the midst of things. 

She foimd her belongings mechanically, fumblin^y. 
She did not realise imtil then the bitterness that drove 
its iron into her soul. Already, when the troopship had 
entered the Channel she had felt a cruel pang when she 
realised that she must expect nothing and that nobody 
would greet her. She had fled from the circle near the 
funnel when the talk began to turn roimd London: and 
waiting sisters and fathers, roimd the Lord Mayor's show, 
the play, the old-fashioned Christmas. Now, as she 
struggled through the crowd that cried out and lauded 
excitedly and kissed, she knew her isolation was comjdete. 
There was nobody to meet her. The fog made her eyes 
smart, so they filled -readily with tears. 

As she sat in the cab, however, and there flashed by 
her like beacons the lights of the stalls in the Waterloo 
Road, the black and greasy pavement sown with orange 
peel, she felt her heart beating furiously with the excite- 
ment of home coming. She passed the Thames flowing 
silently, swathed in its shroud of mist. Then the black- 
ness of St. James's Park through which the cab crawled 
timidly as if it feared things that mi^t lurk unknown in 
the fogboimd thickets. 

It was still in a state of feverish dreammg that Vic- 
toria entered her room at Curran's Private Hotel, other- 
wise known by a humble niunber in Seymour Street 
"Curran's" is mudi in favour among Anglo-Indians, as it 
is both central and cheap. It has ever3rthmg that dis- 
tinguishes the English hotel which has grown from a 
boardmg'botise into a superior establishment where you 
may stay at so much a day. The saccfissiMl wm« \sajl 
bought up €me after the oflier tihiefe con&^o\>& >msqs» 
^d bad connected them by incaxia ol «t toiis«mtorj 
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ifvhere tiiere lived, among mudi pampas grass, small ferns 
in pots {^rouded in pea-green paper and sickly plants to 
which no name could be attaxjied as they mostly sug- 
gested stewed lettuce. It was impossible to walk in a 
straight line from one end of the coalition of buildings to 
the other without climbing and descending steps every 
one of which proclaimed the fact that the leases of the 
houses would soon fall in. From the three kitchens 
ascended three smells of mutton. The three halls were 
strewn with bicycles, gun cases in their last phase, sticks 
decrepit or dandified. The three hat racks, all early 
Victorian in their lines, bore a motley cargo. Dusty 
bowlers hustled it with heather coloured caps and top 
hats; one even bore a pith helmet and a clerical atrocity. 

Queer as Curran's is, it is comfortable enough. Vic- 
toria looked around her room, tiny in length and breadth, 
high however with all the dignity that befits an odd cor- 
ner left over by the Victorian builder. It was distin- 
guished by its simplicity, for the walls bore nothing what- 
ever beyond a restrained papering of brownish roses. A 
small black and gold bed, a wardrobe with a white handle, 
a washing stand with a marble top took up all the space 
left by the large tin trunk which contained most of Vic- 
toria's worldly goods. So this, thought Victoria, is the 
be^nning. She pulled aside the curtain. Before her lay 
Se3miour Street, where alone an eye of light shone faintly 
from the nearest lamp post. Throu^ the fog came the 
warning noise of a lorry piddng its wajr. It was cold, 
cold, all this, and lonely like an island. 

Her meditations were disturbed by &e maid who 
brought her hot water. 

''My name is Carlotta," said the girl complacently de> 
positing the can upon the marble topped washstand. 

"Yes?" said Victoria. "You are a foreigner?" 

"Yes. I am Italian. It is foggy," replied the girl. 

Victoria ^^ed. It was kind of the girl to make her 
feel at home, to smOe at her with those &a^c&SL%\.^^^cv ^s^ 
well set in her ugly little brown iatce. ^'^ ^«dX "va "^^ 
washstand and cried out in horrot at \veit CaxX «^^ ^"^^ 
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begrimed face, rimmed at the eyes, furrowed on the left 
by the course of that tear shed at Waterloo. 

'Tdl them downstaurs I shan't be ready for half an 
hour," ^e said; 'it'll take me about a we^ to get quite 
dean, I should say." 

Carlotta bared her white teeth again and withdrew 
gently as a cat, while Victoria courageously draiched her 
face and neck. Hie scents of England, already conjured 
up by the fog and the mutton, rose at her still more 
vividly from the warm water which inevitably eidiales 
the traditional perfume of hot painted can. 

Her dinner was a small affair but delightful. It was 
good to eat and drink once more things to which she had 
been accustomed for the first twenty years of her life. 
Her depression had vanished; she was merely hungry, 
and, like the healthy yoimg animal she was, longing for 
a rare cut of roast beef, accompanied by the good old 
English potatoes boiled down to the consistency of flour 
and that flavour of nothing. Her companions were so 
normal that she could not help wondering, when her first 
hunger was sated and she was confronted with the apple 
tart of her fathers, whether she was not in the unchanging 
old board residence -in Fulham where her mother had 
stayed with her whenever she came up to town, exdted 
and consdous of being on the spree. 

Two spinsters of no age discussed the fog. Both were 

immaculate and sat rigidly in correct attitudes fadng 

thdr plates. Both talked quickly and continuously in 

soft but high tones. They passed one another the salt 

with ihe courtesy of abb& taking pinches of snuff. A 

yoimg man from the Midlands e3q>lained to the owner of 

the derical hat that under certain drcumstances his food 

would cost him more. Near by a heavy man solemnly and 

steadily ate, wipmg at times from his beard drops of 

gravy and sauce, whilst his faded wife nibbled disconsd- 

etdy tiny scraps of crust These Ae daintily buttered, 

fpMe ber tour lanky gurls nudged and whispmd. 

Victoria did not stay in the consecvaXot^ %i\et tk^ iish 

portant meal. As she passed throu^ \1, «i tca^ q\ ^^««u^ \ 

^ess gadiering before her eyes, she \iad «l NVsasscL ^V>Dii& 
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a dozen men sleeping in cane chairs, or studsdng pink 
or white evening papers. The young man from the Mid- 
lands had captured another victim and was once more 
explaining that imder certain drciunstances his food 
would cost him more. 

Victoria seemed to have reached the limits of {diysical 
endurance. She fumbled as she divested hersdf of her 
clothes; she could not even collect enou^ energy to 
wash. All the room seined filled with haze. Her tongue 
dove to her palate. Little tingles in her eyelids crushed 
them together over her pupils. She stumbled into her 
bed, medianically switching off the light by her bedside. 
In ihe very act her arm lost its energy and Ae sank into 
a dreamless sleep. 

Next morning she breakfasted with good appetite. The 
fog had almost entirely lifted and sunshine soft as silver 
was filtering throu^ the windows into the little dining- 
room. Its mahoganous ugliness was almost warmed into 
charm. The sideboard ^one dully throu^ Its covering 
of coarse net Even the stacked cruets remembered the 
days when they cunningly blazed in a shop window. A 
pleasurable feding of exdtement ran through Victoria's 
body, for she was going to discover London, to have ad- 
ventures. As she dosed the door bdiind her with a defin- 
ite little slam she felt like a buccaneer. 

Buccaneering in the Edgware Road, even when it is 
bathed in the morning sun, soon falls flat in Novanber. 
It came upon Victoria rather as a shock that her Indian 
dothing was rather thin. As her flying visits to town 
had only left in her nund a very hazy picture of Regent 
Street it was quite imconsciously that she entered the 
emporiiun opposite. A frigid yoimg lady sacrificed for 
her benefit an abominable vicuna coat which, die said, 
fitted Victoria like a glove. Victoria paid ihe twenty 
seven and six with an admirable feeling of recklessness 
and left the shop reflecting that she looked flie complete 
diarwoman 

She turned into Hyde Paik, ^\iexe ^Oofc ^gsxsfi^^ ^^^^^ 
was sorrowfully driving the bro^wn axvA. ^^^'^^^^J'^^^^e 
along the rou^ gravel. Tht thm \x3jceT7 o\ ^cofc 
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imaged itsdf on the road like a giant cobweb. Victoria 
looked for a moment towards the south where the massive 
buildmgs rise, towards the east where a cathedral thrifts 
into the sky a tower that suspiciously recalls waterworks. 
She drank in the cold air with a gusto that can be imder- 
stood by none save those who have learned to live in the 
floating moisture of the plains. She felt yoimg and, in 
the simshine, with her cheeks gaining colour as the wind 
whipped them, she looked in her long black coat and 
broad brimmed straw hat, like a Quakeress in love. 

As she walked down towards the Achilles statue the 
early morning panorama of London unfolded itself be- 
fore her un-imderstanding eyes. Girls hurried by with 
their satchels towards the typewriting rooms of the west; 
they stole a look at Victoria's face but quickly turned 
away from her dothes. Now and then spruce young 
clerks walking to the Tube slackened their pace to look 
twice into her grey eyes; one or two looked back, not so 
much in the hope of an adventure, for time could not be 
snatched for Venus herself on the way to the office, as to 
see whether they could carry away with them the flattery 
of having been noticed. 

In a sense that first day in London was for Victoria a 
day of revelations. Having de^)atched a telegram to her 
brotlier to annoimce her arrival she fdt that the day was 
hers. Ted had not troubled to meet her either at South- 
ampton or Waterloo: it was not likely that he had fd- 
lowed the si^tmgs of her ship. The next day being a 
Saturday, however, he would probably come up from the 
Bedfordshire school where he proffered Latin to an un- 
grateful genaation. 

Victoria's excursions to London had been so few that 
she had but the faintest idea of where she was to go. 
Knowing, however, that one cannot lose oneself in Lon- 
don, she walked aimlessly towards the east It was a 
voyage of discovery. Kccadilly, bathed in the pale sun, 
reveaJed itsdf as a land where luxury flows like rivos 
of milk. Victoria^ being a true woraan, awldi xv^X. ^^^a^ 
B shop. Thus her progress "was slow, so Ao^ ^^X. ^^i^^tA. 
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she found herself between the lions of Trafalgar Square 
she began to realise that she wanted her lunch. 

The probl^n of food is cruel for aU women who desire 
more than a bun. They risk eith^ inattention or over- 
attention, and if they follow other women, they almost 
invariably discover the cheap and bad. Victoria hesi- 
tated for a moment on the steps of an oyster shop, as 
nervous in the presence of her first plimge into freedom 
as a novice at the side door of a pawnbroker. A man 
passed by her into the oyster shop, smoking a pipe. She 
felt she would never dare to sit in a room where strange 
men smoked pipes. Thus she stood for a moment for- 
lorn on the pavanent, imtil a memory of the cmly decent 
grill in town, according to Bobby, passed through her 
mind. 

A policeman sent her by bus to the New Gaiety, pa- 
tronised by Bobby and his cronies. As Victoria went 
down the interminable imderground staircase, and espe- 
dally as she entered the enormous room where p^)ery 
carpets, and plate always seem new, her courage almost 
failed her. Indeed she looked roxmd anxiously, half hop- 
ing that the anonymous Bobby mig^t be revisitmg his 
old haunts. But she was quite alone, and it was only 
by reminding herself that she must always be alone at 
meals now that she coerced herself into sitting down. She 
got through her m^ with expedition. She fdt fri^t- 
fully small; the waiters were painfully courteous; a man 
laid aside his orange-coloured new^^aper, and embarrassed 
her with frequent side glances. She braced herself up 
however. ''I am training," was her u[^)ermost thou^t 
She then wondered whedier she ou^t to have come to 
ihe New Gaiety at all. Fortunately it was only at the 
very end of her lunch that Victoria realised she was the 
only woman sitting alone. After this discovery her nerve 
failed her. She got up hurriedly, and, in her confusion, 
omitted to tip the waiter. At the desk the last stone was 
heaped on the cairn of her discom&toxe '^^a. ^^ ^a^ss^sx. 
politdy returned to her a qoaxtex tispefc ^^k&fia. ^ofc'tsaa. 
given her ^binking it was a sbpcsice. . . ^ --^ 

mtb a sigb of satisfactioa Vlctoda «8waDRd.^^«^ 
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tihnni^ London. She was a little tired already but she 
could think of nothing to do, nowhere to go to. She did 
not want to return to Curran's to sit in her box-like rocmi, 
or to look at the two spinsters availing themselves of their 
holiday in town to play patience in the conservatory. 

AQ the afternoon, therefore, Victoria saw the sights. 
Covent Garden repelled her by the massiveness of its 
food suggesticm, and especially by the choking dirt ol 
its lanes. After Covent Garden, Savoy court3^ard and 
its annoimcements of intellectual plays by imknown 
women. Then once more, drawn by its ^>aciousness 
guessed at through Spring Gardens, Victoria walked into 
Saint James's Park. She rested awhile upon a seat, watch- 
ing the waitarfowl strut and plume themselves, the pdi-. 
cans flounder heavily in the mud. She was tired. The 
sun was setting early. The magic slowly faded from Lena- 
dcm; Buckin^am Palace lost the fictitious grace that it 
has when set in a blue sky. Victoria shivered a little. 
She fdt tired. She did not know where to go. She was 
alone. On the seat nearest to hers two lovers sat to- 
gether, hand in hand. The man's face was almost hidden 
by his cap and by the blue puffs of his pipe; the girl's 
was averted towards the groimd where, with the ferule of 
her umbrella, she lazily drew signs. Tliere was no bitter- 
ness in this sight for Victoria. Her romance had come 
and gone so long ago that she looked quite casually at 
these wanderers in Arcadia. She only knew that she 
was alone and cold. 

Victoria got up and walked out of the park. It was 
darkenmg, and little by little the lights of London were 
springing into life. By dint of many questionings Ae 
managed to regain Oxford Street, that spinal column of 
London without which the stranger would be lost. Then 
her course was easy, and it was with a peculiar feeling 
of luxuriousness that she resigned herself to the motcMr 
bus ihat jolted and shook her tired body until she reached 
tAe Arcb. More siowlyy and with diminished optimism, 
s&e found Aer way up Edgwaie Road, ^ex^ tv\^\. ^««k 
now falling. The emporium was daxAm^ ^wV^ ^SL^^gpfta. 
^^'^^ooe tbe xmblic house rivalled it and CwrofiX Vcs^ \fi»s 
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tbroo^ the settling nust Victoria dosed ibe door of 
Curran's. At once she re-entered its atmosphere; into 
the waim air rose the three smells of tibree legs of muttoB* 

CHAPTER V 

^'Mr. Wssn, ma'am." 

Victoria turned quickly to Carlotia. The girl's face 
was obtrusively demure. Some years at Curran's had not 
dulled in her tibe interest that any woman subtly feels in 
th« meeting of the sexes. 

"Ask him to come in here, Carlotta," said Victoria* 
"We shan't be disturbed, shall we?" 

"Oh, no! ma'am," said Carlotta, with increasing de- 
mureness. "There is nobody, nobody. I will show the 
young gentleman in." 

Victoria walked to the looking-glass which shyly peeped 
out from the back of the monumental sideboard. She 
re-arranged her hair and hurriedly flicked some dust 
from the comers of her eyes. All this for Edward, but 
she had not seen him for liiree years. As she turned 
round she was confronted by her brother who had gently 
stolen into the dinuig-room. Edward's every movement 
was imobtrusive. He put one arm round her and kissed 
her che^. 

"How are you, Victoria?" he said, looking her in the 
eyes. 

"Oh, I'm all right, Ted. I'm so glad to see you." She 
was genuindy ^ad; it was so good to have belongings 
cmce again. 

"Did you have a good passage?" asked Edward. 

"Pret^ good until we got to Ushant and then it did 
blow. I was glad to get home." 

"I'm very glad to see you," said Edward, "very glad. 
His eyes fixed on the sideboard as if he were mesmerised 
by the cruets. Victoria looked at him critically. Three 
years had not made on him the smalleil vks^cs^^scl. "^5^ 
was at twoity-eight what Tae Ivad \ie«sv ^X. ^^=^"^^,^15, 
/or the matter of that at dgjcitectk* life ^w&& ^"f^^^^ 
^gure with narrow pointed sho\Adet^ axvdi ^• ^vgP^^^ ^*^ 
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ack. His face T^as pale nvithout being unhealthy. Tbeie 
ras nothing in his countenance to arouse any partiadar 
aterest, for he had those average features dial commit 
10 cnan either to coarseness or to intellectuality. He 
showed no trace of the massiveness of his Aster's chin; 
his mouth too was looser and himg a little open. Alone 
his eyes, richly grey, recalled his relationship. Strag^y 
fair hair fell across the left side of his forehead. He 
peered through alver rimmed spectacles as he nervously 
worried his watch chain with both hands. Every move- 
ment exposed the sharpness of his knees through his worn 
trousers. 

"Ted," said Victoria, breaking in upon the silence, **it 
was kind of you to come up at once." 

"Of course I'd come up at once. I couldn't leave you 
here alone. It must be a big change after the sunshine." 

"Yes," said Victoria slowly, "it is a big change. Not 
only the simshine. Other tilings, you haow." 

Edward's hands played still more nervously with his 
watch chain. He had not heard much of the manner of 
Fulton's death. Victoria's serious face encouraged him 
to believe that she might harrow him with details, weep 
even. He feared any expressicm of feeling, not because 
he was hard but because it was so difficult to know what 
to say. He was neither hard nor soft; he was a school- 
master and could deal readily enough with the pangs of 
Andromeda but what should he say to a live woman, his 
idster too? 

"I understand — ^I — you see, it's quite awful about 
Dick — " he stopped, lost, groping for the propeit senti- 
ment. 

"Ted," said Victoria, "don't condole with me. I don*f 
want to be unkind— if you knew ever3rthing — But there 
I'd rather not tell you; poor Dicky's dead and I sui^x)0 
it's wrong, but I can't be sorry." 

Edward looked at her with some disapproval. TI 
maniage bad not been a success, he knew tiiat mudi, b 
sbe ought not to speak like that. He lAX. \i^ wsl^\» 
reprove her, but the difficidty oi &idsx^^ N?Qtd& ^\»^ 
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^'Have you made any plans?" he asked in fais em- 
barrassment, thus blundering into the subject he had in- 
tended to lead up to with infinite' tact 

"Plans?" said Victoria. "Well, not exactly. Of course 
I shall have to work; I thought you might help me per- 
haps." 

Edward looked at her again uneasily. She had sat 
down in an armchair by the side of the fire with her back 
to the li^t. In the penumbra her eyes came out like 
dark pools. A curl rippled over one of her ears. She 
looked so self-possessed that his embarrassment increased. 

"Will you have .to work?" he asked. The idea of his 
sister working filled him with vague annoyance. 

"I don't quite see how I can help it," said Victoria 
smiling. "You see, I've got no&ing, absolutely nothing. 
When I've spent the thirty poimds or so I've got, I must 
either earn my own living or go into the workhouse." 
She spoke lightly, but she was conscious of a peculiar 
sinking. 

"I Siought you mi^t come back with me/' said Ed- 
ward, "... and stay with me a little • • • and 
look roimd." 

"Ted, it's awfully kind of you, but I'm not going to 
let you saddle yourself with me. I can't be your house- 
keqper; oh I it would never do. And don't you think 
I am more likely to get something to do here ttian down 
in Bedforddiire?" 

"I do want you to come back with me," said Edward 
hesitatingly. "I don't think you ought to be alone here. 
Md perhaps I could find you something in a family at 
Cray or thereabouts. I could ask the vicar." 

Victoria shuddered. It had never struck her that em-' 
ployment might be difficult to find or imcongenial when 
one foimd it. The words "vicar" and "Cray" suggested 
some&ing like domestic service without its rights, gen- 
tility without its privileges. 

"Ted," she said gravely, "you're awfuU:^ ^:^rA \i^ ^s«.^ 
but I'd rather stay here. Vm sccce \ coviJA 'mA ^p^'^^^^^ 
to do/* Edward's thoug)its natunStj t»x»& \i»»- ^*^ 
ovm profession. 
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TD ask Oe Head," lie said iridi tihe fiist flash of 
ammatinn he had shown sfaice he entered tihe ioool To 
ask the Head was toigo to the sovce of aD knowle^e. 
Tnhiqss he knows a schooL Of amise your Fiench is 
pretty good, isnt it?" 

"^ed, Ted, you do f(»get Hmgs^" said Victoria, land- 
ing. ''Dont yoo remember the mater nisisting on my 
taking Gennan because so few ^rls did? Why, it was 
the only original thing ^he ever Ad in her life, poor 
dear!" 

"But nobody wants Gennan, for girls that is^" rqdied 
Edward miserably. 

'"Very wdl then," said Victoria, '1 won% teach; Oat's 
alL I most do SMn^bing dse." 

Edward walked up and down nervon^, poshing back 
his thin fair hair witfi one hand, and with the other nerv- 
ously tugging at his watch chain. 

"Don't worry yourself, Ted," said ^ctoria. "Some- 
thing win turn up. Besides there's no hurry. Why, I 
can live two or three monttis on my money, can't I?" 

"I suppose you can," said Edward ^^oomOy, "but what 
win you do afterwards?" 

"Earn some more," said Victfuria. **Now Ted, you 
haven't see me for three years. Dcmt let us worry. Think 
things over vdien you get back to Cray and write to me. 
You won't go back untQ to-morrow, win you?" 

"I'm sorry," said Edward, "but I didn't thmk you'd 
be back this wedL I ^an be in charge to-nKNnow. Why 
don't you come down?" 

"Ted, Ted, how can you suggest that I diould speaad 
my poor Uttle fortune in raOway fares! Wdl, if you 
can't stay, you can't But 111 tdl ycm what you can do. 
I can't go on paying two and a half guineas a we^ here; 
I must get some rooms. You lived here when you tau^t 
at that sdiool m the dty, didn't you? Wdl, tiien, yon 
must know aU about it: we'U go house-hunthig." 

Edward looked at her dul^usly. He didiked the 

idea of Victcnia in rcxHus almost as mudi as ^ctoiia al 

CbmuiiL It &Sendtd somt vague nodaaa «£ propriety* 
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Howeva* her suggestion Tpould give ium time to ^link. 
Perhaps she was ri^t. 

"Of course, 111 be glad to help," he said, "I don't 
know mudi about it; I used to live in Gower Street." A 
faint flush of reminiscent excitement rose to his cheeks. 
Gower Street, by the side of Cray and Ljrmptom, had been 
almost adventurous. 

"Very well then," said Victoria, "we shall go to Gower 
Street first Just wait till I put on my hat." 

She ran upstairs, not exzctiy light of heart, but pleased 
with the idea of house-himting. There's romance in all 
seddng, even if the 'treasure is to be foimd in a Blooms* 
bury lodging-house. 

The ride on the top of tiie motor bus was exhilarating. 
The pale sim of November was lighting up the streets 
with the almost mystic whiteness of the footlights. Ed- 
ward said nothing, for his memories of London were stale 
and he did not feel secure enough to point out the CJnuxii 
of the Deaf and Dirnib, nor had he ever known his London 
well enough to be able to pronoimce judgment on the 
shops. Besides, Victoria was too much absorbed m gazmg 
at London rolling and swirling beneadi her, belching out 
its crowds of workers and pleasure sed^ers from every 
tube and main street. At every shop the omnibus seemed 
surrounded by a swarm of angry b^. Victoria watched 
ihem struggle with spirit still unspoiled, wondering at the 
determination on the faces of the men, at the bittoness 
painted on the sharp features of the women as they 
savagely thrust one another aside and, di^evdled and 
dusty, successively conquered their seats. All this, the 
constant surge of horse and mechanical conveyances, the 
shrill cries of the newsboys flashing pink papers like 
chidos at an angry bull, the roar of tihe town, made Vic- 
toria understand the city. Something like fear of this 
strong restless pec^le crq)t into her as she b^an to have 
a dim perception that she too wotdd have to fig^t. She 
was young, however, and the feeling was not unideasanL 
Her nerves tfaigled a little as she thoU'^X oi '^^ ^xs»^^ 
to come and the inevitable vidoty 9X V^<^ ecA. 

Vktoria's spirits had not sdb^ded c^«v -^i^^k^ *^^ 
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tered Gower Street. Its immensity, its intenninable 
length frightened her a little. The contrast between it, 
40 quiet, dignified and dull, and the inferno she had just 
left bdiind her impressed her with a sense of security. 
Its hotises, however, seemed so high and dirty that she 
wondered, lookmg at its thousand windows, whether 
human beings could be cooped up thus and yet retam 
their humanity. 

Here Edward was a little more in his element. Wiih 
a degree of animation he pomted to the staid beauty of 
Bedford Square. He demanded admiration like a native 
guiding a stranger in his own town. Victoria watched 
him curiously. He was a good fellow but it was odd to 
hear him raise his voice and to see him pomt with his 
stick. He had always been quiet, so she had not ex- 
pected him to show as much interest as he did in his 
old surroimdings. 

^1 suppose you had a good time when you were here?" 
she said. 

'^Nothing special. I was too busy at the school," he 
replied. ''But, of course, you know, one does thmgs in 
London. It's not very livdy at Cray." 

"Wouldn't you like to leave Cray," she sdd, "and 
come back?" 

Edward paused nervously. London frightened him a 
little and the idea of leaving Cray suddenly thrust upon 
him froze him to Ae bone. It was not Cray he loved, 
but Cray meant a life passing gently away by the side 
of a few beloved books. Thou^ he had never realised 
that hedgerows flower in the spring and that trees redden 
to gold and copper in the autumn, the coimtry had taken 
upon him so great a hold that evoi the thought of leaving 
it was pain. 

"Oh I no," he said hurriedly. "I couldn't leave Cray. 
I cx)uldn't live here, it's too noi^. There are my old 
looms, there, die house with the tcrai extinguishers." 

Victoria looked at him again. What curious tricks 

does nature play and how strangdy she pleases to distort 

Iter own vporkl Then she looked at the house with the 

^BOu^guiAera. Qeady it would be impoaaSiAe) \sax lox 
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those aristocratic remains, to distinguish it from among 
half a dozen of its fellows. It was a house, that was aU. 
It was faced in dirty brick, parted at every floor by stone 
work. A portico, rising over six stone stq>s, protected 
a door painted brown and bearing a brass knocker. It 
had windows, an area, bells. It was impossible to find 
in it an individual detail to remember 

But Edward was talking almost excitedly for him. 
"See there," he said, "those are my old rooms," pointing 
indefinitely at the frontage. "They were quite decent, 
you know. Wonder whe&er they're let. You could have 
tiiem." He looked almost s^timentaUy at the home of 
the Wrens. 

"Why not ring and ask?" said Victoria, whose resource- 
fulness equalled that of Mr. Dick. 

Edward took another loving look at the familiar win- 
dow, strode up the steps, followed by Victoria. 

There were several bells. "Curious," he said, "she 
must have let it out in floors; Wakefidd and Grindlay, 
don't know them. Seymour? It's Mrs. Brumfit's house: 
Oh! here it is." He pressed a bell marked "House." 
Victoria heard with a curious sensation of unexpectedness 
the sudden shrill soimd of the electric bell. 

After an interminable interval, during which Edward's 
hands nervously played, flie door opened. A young girl 
stood on the threshold. She wore a red doth blouse, a 
black skirt, and an unspeakably dirty apron half loose 
round her waist. Her hair was tightly done up in curlers 
in expectation of Simday. 

"Mrs. Brumfit," said Edward, "is she in?" 

" '00?" said the girl. 

"Mrs. Brumfit, tihe landlady," said Edward. 

"Don't know *er, try next 'ouse." The girl tried to 
shut the door. 

"You don't understand," cried Edward, stopping the 
door with his hand. "I used to live here." 

"Well, wot do yer want?" rq)lied the ghrl. "Can't 
'dp that, can I? There ain't no Mrs. E.t>3Cki&X. '*^j«.^ 
Only them fliere." She pointed at liJcie \«a&- '-^^Oo^i^ 
^t them and mother. She's the ^o^aai^Kjee^ct. ^^ ^^* 
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mean the old wcmian as was 'ere ¥Aien tb^ turned tbe 
'ouse into flats, she's dead." 

Edward sAepped back. The girl shut the door with a 
slam. He stood as if pertrified. Victoria looked at him 
with amusement in her eyes, listening to the echoes ot. 
the girl's voice singing more and more faintly some catchy 
tune as she descended into the basement. 

"Dead," said Edward, "can it be possible — ?" He 
looked like a plant torn up by the roots. He had jumped 
on the old groimd and it had givai way. 

"My dear Ted," said Victoria gently, "things diange, 
you see." Slowly they went down the steps of the house. 
Victoria did not speak, for a strange mixture of pity and 
disdain was in her. She quite understood that a tie had 
been severed and that the death of his old landlady 
meant for Edward that the past whidi he had vaguely 
loved had died with her. He was one of those amor- 
phous creatures whose life is so interwoven with that of 
their fellows that any death throws it into disarray. She 
let him brood over his lost memories imtil they reached 
Bedford Square. 

"But Ted," she broke m, "where am I to go?" 

Edward looked at her as if dazed. Qearly he had 
not foreseen &at Mrs. Brumfit was not an institution. 

"Go?" he said, "I doa\ know." 

"Don't you know any other lodgings?" asked Victoria. 
"Gower Street seems fidl of them." 

"Oh! no," said Edward quickly, "we don't know what 
sort of places they are. You couldn't go there." 

"But where am I to go then?" Victoria persisted. Ed- 
ward was silent. "It seems to me," his sister went on, 
"that I shall have to risk it. Aft^ all, they wont murder 
me and they can't rob me of much." 

"Please don't talk like that," said Edward stiffly. He 
did not like this association of ideas. 

"Well I must find some lodgings," said Victoria, a 
little irritably. "In that case I may as well look round 
near Curran's. I don't like this street much." 
Jh default of an alternative, Edward looked sulky. 
Victoria felt ranorseful; At knew tihat Cjto\9«c ^Xxtsl 
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must have become for her brother the traveller's Mecca 
and that he was vagudy afraid of the West End. 

"Never mind, dear," she went on more gently, "don't 
worry about lodgings any more. Do you know what you're 
going to do? You're going to take me to tea in some nice 
place and then 111 go with you to St. Pancras; that's 
iQie station you said you were going back by, isnt it? 
and youll put me in a bus and 111 go home. Now, come 
along, it's past five and I'm dying for some tea." 

As Victoria stood, an hour later, just outside the sta- 
tion in which expires the spirit of Constantine &e Great, 
she could not help feeling relieved. As she stood there, 
so self-possessed, seeing so clearly the busy world, she 
wondered why she had been given a broken reed to lean 
upon. Where had her brother left his virility? Had it 
been sapped by years of self-restraint? Had the formida- 
able code of pret^ce, the daily affectation of dignity, the 
perpetual giving of good examples, reduced him to this 
shred of humanity, so timid, so resourceless? As she 
sped home in the tube into which she had been directed 
by a policeman, she vainly turned over the problem. 

Fortunately Victoria was yoimg. As she laid her head 
on the pillow, conscious of the coming of Sunday, when 
nothing could be done, visions of things she could do 
obsessed her. There were lodgings to find, nice, dean, 
cheap lodgings, with a dear old landlady and trees out- 
side the window, in a pretty old-fashioned house, very 
very quiet and quite near all the tubes. She nursed the 
ideal for a time. Then she thought of careers. She would 
read all the advertisements and pick out the nicest work. 
Perhaps she could be a housekeeper. Or a secretary. 
On reflection, a secretary would be better. It might be 
so interesting. Fancy being secretary to a member of 
Parliament. Or to a famous author. 

She too might write. 

Her dreams were pleasant 
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CHAPTER VI 

A WEEK had elapsed and Victoria ^^as ISe^nning to fed 
die strain. She looked out from the window into the 
little street where fine rain fell gently as if it had de- 
cided to do so forever. It was deserted, save by a cat 
who shivered and crouched under the archway of the 
mews. Sometimes a horse stirred. Through the open 
window the hot alcaline smell of the animals Altered 
slowly. 

Victoria had found her lodgings. They were not quite 
the ideal, but she had not seen the ideal and this little 
den in Portsea Place was not without its charms. Her 
room, for the "rooms" had turned from the plural into 
the singular, was comfortable enough. It occupied the 
front of the second floor in a small house. It had two 
windows, • from which, by craning out a little, the trees 
of Connaught Square could be seen standing out like 
black skeletons against a white house. Opposite was the 
ardhway of the mews out of whidi came most of the 
traffic of the street. Under it too was the mart where 
the landladies who have invaded the little street exchange 
notes on their lodgers and boast of &eir ailments. 

Victoria inspected her domain. She had a very big 
bed, a little inclined to creak; she had a table on a 
pedestal split so cunningly at the base that ^e was al- 
ways table-conscious when she sat by it; she had a ma- 
hogany washstand, also on the triangular pedestal loved 
by die pre-Morrisites, enriched by a white marble top 
and splasher. A large armchair, smooth and rather 
treacherous, a small mahogany chest of drawers, every 
drawer of which took a minute to pull out, some chairs 
of no importance, completed her furniture. The carpet 
had been of all colours and was now of none. The table- 
cloth was blue serge and would have been serviceable if 
it had not contracted the habit of sliding off the mahog- 
any table whenever it was touched. Ugly as it was hi 
eveiy detail, Victoria could not hdp thiiddng tiie room 
comfortable; its li^t paper saved it and It \TOa tmA, w«- 
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loaded mih pictures. It had escaped with one text and 
the "Sailor's Homecoming." Besides it was restrained 
in colour and solid: it was comfortable like roast beef 
and boiled potatoes. 

Victoria looked at all these things, at her few scattered 
books, the pictiure of Dick and of a group of school 
friends, at some of her boots pUed in a comer. Then she 
listened and heard no&ing. Once more she was struck 
by the emptiness, the darkness aroxmd her. She was 
alone. She had been alone a whole week, hardly knowing 
what to do. The excitement of choosing lodgings over, 
she had fotmd time hang heavy on her hands. She had 
interminably walked in London, gazed at shop windows, 
read himdreds of imbecile picture postcards on bookstalls, 
gone continually to many places in omnibuses. She had 
stumbled upon South Kensington and wandered in its 
catacombs of stone and brick. She had discovered Hamp- 
stead, lost herself horribly near Albany Street; she had 
even imexpectedly landed in the City ^tre ruling mobs 
had hustled and battered her. 

Faithful to her resolve she had sedulously read the 
morning papers and applied for several posts as house- 
keeper without receiving any answers. I^e had realised 
that answering advertisements must be an art and had 
become quite conscious that employment was not so easy 
to find as she thought. Nobody seemed to want secre- 
taries, except the limited companies, about which she 
was not quite clear. As these mostly required the invest- 
ment of a hundred pounds or more she had not followed 
them up. 

She paced up and down in her room. The afternoon 
was wearing. Soon the man downstairs would come back 
and slam the door. A little later the yoimg lady in the 
City would gently enter the room bdiind hers and, after 
washing in an imobtrusive manner, would discreetly leave 
for an hour. Meanwhile nothing broke the silence, except 
the postman's knock coming nearer and nearer alon^ 
Portsea Place. It fell unheeded even, ow \i« cssfrft. \x52Ks5l 
door, for Victoria's ears were ^hcaA^ ^SCoosi^ ^» "^s*^ 
sound It meant noibmz. 
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She walked vp and down nervously. She looked at 
hersdf m the ^iass. She was pretty she diou^, with 
her creamy skin and thick hair; her eyes too were good; 
what a pity her chin was so tiiick. That's why Dicky 
tised to caH her "Towzer." Poor old Dicky! 

ShufOing footsteps rose up die stairs. Then a knock. 
At Victoria's invitation, a woman entered. It was Mrs. 
Bdl, the landlady. 

''Why, ma'am, you're sitting in the dark! Let me 
lig^t the lamp," cried Mrs. Bell, producing a large wooden 
box from a capacious front pocket She lit the lamp 
and a yellow glow filled the room, except the comers 
which remained in darkness. 

"Here's a letter for you, ma'am," said Mrs. Bell hold- 
ing it out. As Victoria took it, Mrs. Bell beamed on 
her approvingly. She liked her new lodger. She had 
already informed the gathering imder the archway that 
she was a real lady. She had a leaning for real ladies, 
having been a parlourmaid previous to marrying a butler 
and eking out his income by letting rooms. 

"Thank you, Mrs. Bdl," said Victoria, "it was kmd 
oi yovL to come up." 

"Oh! ma'am, no trouble I can assure you," said Mrs. 
Bell, with a mixture of respect and patronage. She 
wanted to be kind to her lodger, but she found a difficulty 
in being kind to so real a lady. 

Victoria saw the letter was from Edward and opened 
it hurriedly. Mrs. Bell hesitated, looking with her black 
dress, dean face and grey hair, the picture of the re- 
spectable maid. Then she turned and struggled' out on 
her worn shoes, the one blot on her neatness. Victoria 
read the letter, bending perilously over the lamp which 
smoked like a funnd. The letter was quite short; it ran: 

"My dear Victoria, — I am sorry I could not write be- 
fore now, but I wanted to have some news to give you. 
I am glaid to say that I have been able to interest the 
vi(^]^ on your behalf. He informs me that if you wiH 
call at once on Lady Rockham, 7a Queen's Gate, SouA 
JKensh^on, S.W., she may be in a position to find you 
a post in a family of standing. He tdils me die \& tqqr^ 



A BED OF ROSES 35 

capable and kind. He is iimting to faer. I sbaU come 
to London and see you soon« — ^Yours affectionately, 

Edward/' 

Victoria fingered the letter lovingly. Peiiiaps she was 
going to have a chance after all. It was good to have 
sometMng to do. Indeed it seemed almost too good to 
be true; she had vagudy resigned hersdf to un^nploy- 
ment. Of course some&ing would ultimatdy turn up, 
but 'die what and when and how thereof were danger- 
ously dim. She hardly cared to face these ideas; indeed 
she dismissed them when they occurred to her with a 
mixture of depression and optimism. Now, however, she 
was buoyant again. The family of standing would prob- 
ably pay well and demand little. It would mean the 
theatres, the shops, flowers, the latest novels, no end of 
nice things. A little work too, of course, driving in the 
Bark with a dear dowager with the most lovely white 
hair. 

She ate an excellent and comparatively expensive din- 
ner in an Oxford Street restaurant and went to bed early 
for the express purpose of making plans imtil she fell 
asleep. She was still buoyant in the morning. Connaught 
Square looked its best and even South Kensington's stony 
face melted into smiles when it caught sight of her. Lady 
Rockham's was a mighty house, the very house for a 
family of standing. 

Victoria walked up tihe four steep stq)s of the house 
where something of her fate was to be decided. She 
hesitated for an instant and then, being healthily inclined 
to take plimges, pulled the bell with a little more vigour 
than was in her heart. It echoed tremendously. The 
quietude of Queen's Gate stretching apparentiy for miles 
towards the south, increased the terrifying noise. Vic- 
toria's anticipations were half pleasureable, hdf fear- 
some; she felt on ibe brink of an adventure and recalled 
the tremor with which she had entered the New Gaiety 
for the first time. Measured steps came nearer and nearer 
from the inside of the house; a shape dlhcradbMu^ ^-^^s^^ 
vaguely on the stained glass oi iSkie doox. 

aw mustered sufficient coolness \o tiiSi «afc\wSSfft ^Coax 
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she ifdshed to see Lady Rockham, y^o was probably 
expecting her. As the large and soHd man preceded her 
along an interminable hall, she felt rather &an saw Ae 
ttdck Persian rug stretching along the crude mosaic of 
the floor, the red paper on ihe walls almost entirely hid- 
den by exceedingly large and new pictures. Over her 
head a ponderous iron diandelier canying many electric 
lamps blotted out most of the staircase. 

For some minutes ^e waited in the dining-room into 
which she had been shown; for the butler was not at all 
certain, from a look at the visitor's mourning, that she 
was quite entitled to the boudoir. Victoria's square diin. 
and steady eyes saved her, however, from having to ac- 
commodate her spine to the exceeding perpendicularity 
of the hi^-backed chairs in the hall. Ilie dining-room, 
ridiculous tiiou^t, reminded her of Curran's. In every 
particular it seemed the same, lliere was the large table 
with the thick doth of indefinite design and colour. The 
sideboard, too, was there, larger and richer perhaps^ of 
Spanish mahogany not an inch of which was left bare of 
garlands of flowers or archangeMc faces. It carried Cur- 
ran's looking-glass; Curran's cruets were replaced by a 
number of cups which proclaimed that darles Rodham 
had once won the Junior Sculls, and more recently, the 
spring handicap of the Kidderwick Golf Club. The walls 
were red as in the hall and profusdy decorated with large 
pictures representing various generations having tea in 
old English gardens, decorously garbed Roman ladies 
basking by the ^de of marble basins, and such like sub- 
jects. Twdve chairs, all high backed and heavily groined, 
were ranged roimd the v^ls, with the exception of a 
large carving chair, standing at the fac^ of the table, 
awaiting one who was dearly ibe head of a household. 
Victoria was looking pensivdy at the large black marble 
dock rq>resenting the temple in which the Lares and 
Penates of South Kensington usually dwell, vihea the 
door opened and a vigorous rustle entered the room. 

''I am very glad to see you, Mrs. Fulton,^' remarked 

i:Ae owner oi the rustle. *! have just recdved a lett^ 

^rom Mr. Meeker, tbe vicar of Cray. K moeX exndVail 
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man. I am sme we can do scmiething for you. Some- 
thing quite nice." 

Victoria looked at Lady Rockham with shyness and 
surprise. Never had she seoi anything so majestic. 
Lady Rockham had but lately attained her ladyhood by 
marrying a knight bacfadcM: whose name was a housdiold 
word in the wcKxi-paving world. 9ie felt at peace with 
the universe. Her large silk dad person was redolent 
with content. She did not vulgarly beam. She merdy 
was. On her capacious bosom large brooches rose and 
fdl rhythmically. Her face was round and smooth as 
her voice. Her eyes were almost severdy healthy. 

"I am sure it is very kind of you," said Victoria. "I 
don't know anybody in London, you see." 

"That will not matter; that will not matter at all," 
said Lady Rockham. "Some people prefer those whose 
connections live in the country, yes, absolutdy pref^ 
them. Why, friends come to me every day, and they 
are damouiing for country ^Is, absolutdy damouring. 
I do hope you are not too particular. For things are 
<fifficult in Lcmdon. So very difficult" 

"Yes, I know," murmured Victoria, thinking of ha 
unanswered iq[^cations. "But I'm not particular at aH. 
If you can find me anytiiing to do, Lady Rockham, I 
should be so grateful." 

"Of course, of course. Now let me see. A yoimg lady 
friend of mine has just started a poultry farm in Dorset 
She is doing very well. Oh I ve^ wdl. Of course you 
want a little ca^Htal. But such a very nice occupation 
for a young woman. The capital is often the difficulty. 
Perha^ you would not be prepared to invest much?" 

"No, I'm afraid I couldn't," faltered Victoria, wonder- 
ing at what figure capital began. 

"No, no, quite right," purred Lady Roddiam, "I can 
see you are quite sensible. It is a little risky, too. Yet 
my young friend is doing well, very well, indeed. Her 
sister is in Johannesburg. Sbe went out as a governess 
and now she is married to a mine mana^r. Ttex^ 'Wfe. 
so few girls in the country. Oh\ Yi^ V& opiXfc ^.TiaKfc"®KS^ 
s little iouj^, I should say, but quiXib ^(slXsOe^^*^ 
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Victoria wondered for a moment whether her Lady- 
ship was going to suggest sending her out to Johannes- 
burg to marry a mine manager, but the Ftesence resumed. 

'^No doubt you would rather stay in London. Things 
are a little difficult here, but very pleasant, very pleasant 
indeed." 

"I don't mind things being difficult," Victoria broke 
in, mustering a little courage. "I must earn my own liv- 
ing and I don't mind what I do; I'd be a nursery gov- 
erness, or a housekeeper, or companion. I haven't got 
any degrees, I couldn't quite be a governess, but I'd try 
anything." 

''Certainly, certainly, I'm sure we will find something 
very nice for you. I can't think of anybody just now 
but leave me your address. I'll let you know as soon as 
I hear of anything." Lady Rockham gently crossed her 
hands over her waistband and benevolently smiled at her 
protegfe. 

Victoria wrote down her address and listened patiently 
to Lady Rockham who discoursed at length cm the im- 
perfections of the weather, tibe noisiness of London streets 
and the prowess of Charles Rockham on the Kidderwick 
links. She felt conscious of having to return thanks for 
what siie was about to receive. 

Lady Rockham's kindness persisted up to the door to 
which she showed Victoria. She dismissed her with the 
Parthian shot ihst ''Uiey would find something for her, 
something quite nice." 

Victoria walked away; cold gusts of wind struck her, 
chilling her to the bone, catching and furling her skirts 
about her. She felt at the same time cheered and de- 
{Mressed. The interview had been inconclusive. How- 
ever, as she walked over the Serp^tine bridge, under 
which the wind was angrily ruffling the black water, a 
great wave of optimism came over her; for it was late, 
and she remembered that in the Edgware Road, there was 
a small Italian restaurant where she was about to lunch. 

It was well for Victoria that she was an optimist and 
a good sleeper, tor Noveniber had waned into December 
ifefone anytbiag bappenei to distort) tiie Usiot ol\LtxY&ib* 
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For a whole fortnight she had heard nothing from hady 
Rockham or from Edward. She had written to Molly 
but had received no answer. All day long the knocker 
fell with brutal emphasis upon the doors of Portsea 
Place and brought her nothing. She did not tiiink much 
or hope much. She did nothing and spent little. Her 
only companion was Mrs. Bell, who still hovered round 
her mysterious lodger, so ladylike and so quiet. 

She passed hours sometimes at the window watching 
the stream of life in Portsea Place. The stream did not 
flow very swifty; its principal eddies vanished by midday 
with the milkman and the butcher. The postman re- 
curred more often but he did not count. Now and then 
the policeman passed and spied suspiciously into the 
archway where the landladies no longer met. Cabs trotted 
into it now and then to change horses. 

Victoria watched alone. Beyond Mrs. Bell, she seemed 
to know nobody. The young man downstairs continued 
to be invisible, and contented himself with slamming the 
door. The young lady in the bade room continu^ to 
wash discreetly and to snore gently at night. Sometimes 
Victoria vetntured abroad to be bitten by 8ie blast. Some- 
times she strayed over the town in the intervals of food. 
She had to exercise caution in this, for an aspect of the 
lodging house fire had only lately dawned upon her. If 
she did not order it at all ^e was met on the tiireshold 
by darkness and cold; if she ordered it for a given time 
she was so often late that she returned to find it dead or 
kept up wastefully at the rate of sixpence a scuttle. This 
trouble was chronic; on bitter days it seemed to dog her 
footsteps. 

She had almost grown accustomed to loneliness. Alone 
she watched at her window or paced the streets. She had 
established a quasi-right to a certain seat at the Italian 
restaurant where the waiters had ceased to speculate as 
to who she was. The demoralisation of unemplo3anent 
was upon her. She did not cast up her accounts; she 
rose late, made no plans. She slept end «^^ c»x5^^^» ^ 

the morrow. ^.^.^.-.vK 

A was in the midst of tlna Aon? ^VOML^^to ^«3ss»^ 
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that a short note from Lady Rockham arrived like a 
boomshdl. It asked her to call on a Mrs. Holt i^vfao lived 
in Finchley Road. It ai^>eared that Mrs. Holt was in 
need of a companion as her hui^t^and was often away. 
Victoria was shaken out of her torpor. In a trice her 
optimism crushed out of sight the flat thou^ts of aimless 
days. She feverishly dressed for the occadon. She de- 
debated whether she would have time to insert a new 
white frill into the neck of a black blouse. Heedless of 
expenditure she ^)ent two and eleven pence on new black 
gloves, and twopence on the services of a shoeblack who 
whistled cheerfiil tunes, and smiled on the coppers. Vic- 
toria sallied out to certain victory. The wind was blow- 
ing balmier. A fitful gleam of sun^ine lit up and red- 
dened the pfle of tangerines in a shop window. 

CHAPTER Vn 

"Fm very sorry you can't come," said Mrs. Holt. 
"Last Sunday, Mr. Baker was so nice. I never heard 
an3^ing so interesting as his sermon on the personal 
devil. I was quite frightened. At least I would have 
been if he had said all that at Bethlehem. You know, 
when we were at Rawsley we had such nice lantern lec- 
tures. I do miss them." 

Victoria looked up with a smile at the kindly red face. 
"I'm so sorry," she said, "IVe got such a headache. Per- 
hjaii itil pass over if I go for a little walk while you are 
ai^!hurch." She was not unconscious, as she said this, 
of the subtle flattery that the use of the word "church" 
implies when used to people who dare not leave thdr 
chapel. 

"Do, \^ctoria, I'm sure it will do you good," said Mrs. 
Holt, kindly. "If the sun keeps on, well go to the Zoo 
this afternoon. I do like to see the children in the mookey 
house." 

"I'm sure I shall be glad to go," said Mctoria quietly. 
"It's very kfaid of you to take me." 

Wonsense, my dear/* replied Mrs. Holt, gently besun- 
Tou are like the sunsUne, you \aKm. I>e»x xnit\ 
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I don't know what I shouM have done if I hadn't found 
you. You can't imagine the woman who was here be- 
fore you. She was the daughter of a dergyman, and I 
did get so tired of hearing how Ihey lost their money. 
But, there, I'm worrying you when you've got a head- 
ache. I do wish you'd try Dr. Eberman's pills. All the 
papers are simply full of advertisements about them. 
And these German doctors are so dever. Oh, I shall be 
so late." 

Victoria assured her that she was sure her head would 
be better by dinner time. Mrs. Holt fussed about tiie 
room for a moment, amdously tested the possible dusti- 
ness of a bracket, pulled the curtain and picked up the 
Sunday papers from the floor. She then collected a small 
canvas bag covered with a rainbow parrot, a hymn and 
service book, her spectade case, several unnecessary arti- 
des whidi happened to be about and left the room with 
tiie diaracteristic rustle whidi pervades tiie black silk 
dresses of well-do-do Rawsley dames. 

Victoria sat back in the large leather armdiair. Her 
head was not very bad but she felt just enough in her 
temples a tiny passing twinge to shirk diapd without 
qualms. She toyed wifli a broken backed copy of Charl- 
ton on Book-keeping whidi lay in her lap. It was a curi- 
ous fate that had landed her into Chariton's epoch 
making work. Mrs. Holt, that prince of good fellows, 
had a genius for saving pennies and had been trained in 
the school of a Midland housdiold, but the fortune} of 
her husband had left her feebly struggling in a backwash 
of pounds. So mudi had tiiis been the case that Mr. 
Holt had discovered joyfully Uiat he had at last in his 
house a woman who could bring hersdf to passing an 
account for twenty pounds for stabling. Little by little 
Victoria had established her position. She was Mrs. 
Holt's necessary companion and factotum. She could 
apparently do anything and do it well; she could even 
tackle such intricate tasks as checking washing or under- 
standing Bradshaw. She was always ready ?av^ ^^N'»3'i» 
bright. She had an unerring eye lot ^ \^o& T3f^a£^ ^ 
velvet; she could time the camagp to «b. mcfc^ Vst 'cd.^ 
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Albert Hall concert Mrs. Hdt fdt that witiiottt this 
pleasant and ccHnpetent young woman she ivould be quite 
tost. 

Mr. Holt, too, after inq)ecting Victoria ^indy eveiy 
day for an entire mcmUi, had dedded that she muld do 
and had lent her the work on bookkeeping, hoping that 
she would be able to keep the house accounts. In three 
months he had not addressed her twenty times beyond 
wishing her good morning and good night. He had but 
rductantly left Rawsley and his beloved cement works to 
superintend his ever growing London business. He was a 
little su^idous of Victoria's ea^ manners; suspidous 
of her intentions, too, as the northerner is wont to be. 
Yet he grudgingly admitted that die was level-headed, 
whidi was '^ore than Maria or Ins fool of a son would 
ever be." 

Victoria tiliought for a m(»nent of Holt, the bookkeep- 
ing, the falling due of insurance pr^niiuns; ^en of Mrs. 
Holt who had just stepped into her carriage wfaidi was 
slowly proceeding down the drive, crunching into the 
hard gravd. A gleam of sunshine fitfully lit up the 
polished panels of the dumsy barouche as it vanished 
tibrough the gate. 

This then was her Hfe. It mi^t well have been worse. 
Mr. Holt sometimes let a roug^ kindness appear throu^ 
an exterior as hard as his own cement. Mrs. Holt, stout, 
comfortable and good-tanpered, quite incompetent when 
it qune to controlling a house in the Finchey Road, was 
not of the termagant type that Victoria had expected 
when she became a companion. Her nature, peaceful as 
&at of a mollusc, was kind and had but one outstanding 
feature; her passionate devotion to her son Jack. 

Victoria thought that she might well be content to 
pass the remidnder of her da3rs among these good folk. 
From the bottom of her heart mild discontent rose every 
now and then. It was a little dull. Tuesday was like 
Monday and probably like the Tuesday after next. The 
glories of the town, whidi she had caught sight of during 
Aer wanderings, before she floated into the still waters 
^Ute Fmcbley Rosid, haunted her at times. TVi<& mo\»t 
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busses tooy whidi perpetoany carried ootQ)Ies to ihe 
theatre, the crawds in Regent Street making for iSbt 
taa-shops, while the barouche trotted sedately up the hill, 
all Uns life and adventure were closed ofiF. 

Victoria was not unhappy. She drifted in that singular 
psychological region wfaa^ the greatest possible pain is 
not suffering and where the acme of possible pleasure 
is not joy. She did not realise that &is negative condi* 
tion was almost happiness, and yet did not predsdy re- 
pine. The romance of her life, bom at L3n[npt(m, now 
slept under the tamarinds. The stupefaction of the 
search for work, the hopes and fears of December, all 
that lay far away in those dark diamb^s of tiie brain 
into which memory cannot force a way but swoons on 
the thre^old. 

Yes, she was happy enough. Her eyes, casting through 
the bay window over the evergreens, trimly stationed 
and dusty, strayed over the low wall. On the other side 
of the road stood another house, low and solid as this 
one, beautifid though ugly in its strength and worth. It 
is not the house you live in that matters, thought Vic- 
toria, unccHisdously committing plagiarism, but the house 
opposite. The house she lived in was well enou^. Its 
inhabitants were kind, the servants req)ectful, even the 
mongrel Manchester terrier with the melancholy eyes of 
some collie ancestor did not gnaw her boots. 

She let her hands fall into her lap and, for a minute, 
sat staring into space, seeing with extraordinary lucidity 
those things to come whidi a movement dispels and 
swathes with the dense fog of forgetfulness. With terrible 
darity she saw the life of the last three months and the 
life to come, as it was in the beginning ever to be. 

The door opened softly. Before she had time to turn 
round two hands were dapped over her eyes. She strug- 
gled to free hersdf, but the hands grew more insistoit 
and two thumbs softly toudied her cheeks. 

^'Dimple, dimple," said a voice, while one of &e tibumbs 
gently dwelled near the com^ of her moutix* 

Victoria struggled to her fa^ a UtAi^ ^\sSd»^ ^ ^fia»s>^ 
of bair Qying over her left ear. 
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""Mr. JadL,'' die said ratber cmtly, ''I dcm*t like that 
You know you nrastn't do tiiat It's not fair. I reaify 
don't like it." ^e was angry; her nostrils qpened and 
shut quickly; she glared at the good-looking boy before 
her. 

"Naughty tenq)er/' he remarked, quite unruffled, 
^^oull take a fit one of these days, Vicky, if you dcm't 
look out." 

''Very likely if you give me starts like that Not that 
I mind that so mudi, but really it's not nice of you. You 
know you wouldn't do that if your moAer was looking." 

''Course I wouldn't," said Jack, "the old mater's sudi 
a back number, you know." 

"Then," rq>lied Victoria with mudi dignity, "you oug^t 
not to do tMngs when we're alone which you wouldn't 
do before her." 

"Oh, Lord! morals again," groaned the youth. "You 
are rough on me, Vicky." 

"And you mustn't call me Vicky/' said Victoria. "I 
don't say I mind, but it isn't the dung. If anybody 
heard you I don't know what they'd think." 

"Who cares!" said Jack in his most dare devil style, 
putting his hand on the back of hers and stroking it 
softly. Victoria snatched her hand away and went to 
the window, where she seemed absoibed in the con- 
templation of the evergreens. Jack looked a little non- 
plused. He was an attractive youth and looked about 
twenty. He had tibe fresh complexion and blue eyes of 
his faUier but differed from him by a measure of delicacy. 
His tall body was a little bent; his face was all pinks 
and whites set off by the blackness of his straight hair. He 
well deserved his school nickname of Kathleen Mavour- 
been. His long thin hands, whidi would have been 
aristocratic but for the slight thickness of the joints, 
branded him a poet He was not hi^y in the c^nent 
bu^ess. 

Jade stepped iq> to the window. "Sorry," he said» 
as humbly as possible. Victoria did not move. 

"Won^t never do it again." he said, pouting like a 
sca/ded child. 
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"It's no good," answered Victoria, "I'm not going to 
make it up." 

'1 shall go and droiim m3rself in the Regent Canal," 
said Jack dolefully. 

"I'd rather you went for a walk along the bankfl^" said 
Victoria. 

"I will if youll come too," answered Jack. 

"No, I'm not going out. I've got a headache. Look 
here, I'll forgive you on condition that you go out now 
and if youll do that perhaps you can come with your 
mother and me to the Zoo tibis afternoon." 

"All right then," grumbled the culprit, "you're ratho* 
hard on me. Always knew you didn't like me. Sorry.'^ 

Victoria looked out again. A mmute later Jack came 
out of the house and, pausing before the window, signed 
to her to lift up the sash. 

"What do you want now?" asked Victoria, thrusting 
her head out. 

"It's a bargain about Ae Zoo, isn't it?" 

"Yes, of course it is, silly boy. I've got several chil- 
dren's tickets." 

Jack made a wry face, but walked away with a queer 
little feeling of ejcultation. "Silly boy." She had called 
him "silly boy." Victoria watched him go with some 
perplexity. ITie young man was rather a problem. Not 
only did his pretty face and gentle ways appeal to her m 
tbmselves, but he had told her something of his thoughts 
and they did not run on cement. His father had thrust 
him into his business as men of his type naturally force 
their sons into their own avocation whatever it be. Vic- 
toria knew that he was not happy and was sorry for him; 
how could she help feeling sorry for this lonely youth 
who had once printed a rondeaa in Ae Westminster Ga- 
zette. 

Jack had taken to her at once. All that was delicate 
and feminine in him called out to her square chin and 
steady eyes. Often she had seen him look hungrily at 
her strong hands where bone and muscle plainly ^owed. 
But, in his wistful way, Jack had begosL \j^ ^sc^^^xp^^ 
hcff. He was making love to Yiec m «^ ^cosfc^ ^ocBfc^oas«a* 
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spoTtivdyy sometimes plaintively, and he was difficult to 
resist. 

Victoria saw quite well that trouble must ensue. She 
would not allow the boy to fall in love with her when all 
she could offer was an almost motherly affection. Be- 
sides, they could not marry; it would be absurd. She 
was puzzled as to what to do. Everything tended to 
complicate the situation for her. She had once been to 
the theatre with Jack and remembered with anxiety how 
his arm had rested against hers in the cab and how, whai 
fae leaned over towards her to speak, she had felt him 
slowly inhaling the scents of her hair. 

She had promised herself that Jack should be snubbed. 
And now he played pranks on her. It must end in tibdr 
being caught in an ambiguous attitude and then she would 
be blamed. She might tell Mrs. Holt, but then what 
would be her position in the household? Jack would sulk 
and Mrs. Holt would watdi them suspiciously until the 
situation became intolerable and she had to leave. Leave! 
no, no, she couldn't do that. With sudden vividness 
Victoria pictured the search for work, the silence of Port- 
sea. Place, the Rialto-like ardiway, Mrs. Bell, and the 
cold, the loneliness. Events must take their com-se. 

Like the rasp of a corncrake she heard the wheels of 
tie barouche on the gravel. Mrs. Holt had returned from 
the discourse on the personal devil. 

CHAPTER Vin 

"Thomas," said Mrs. Holt with some hesitation. 

"Yes," said Mr. Holt. "What is it?" 

"Oh! nothing," said Mrs. Holt "Just a queer idea. 
Nothing worth talking about." 

"Well, come again when it is worth talking about,** 
growled Mr. Holt, relapsing into his newspaper. 

"Of course there's nothing in it," remarked Mrs. Holt 
pertinaciously. 

"Nothing in wbsit?^^ her husband burst forth. "What 
do you mean, Maria? Have you got an}rthing to say or 
/»?/? // you have, let's have it out" 
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''I was only going to say that Jack ... of course 
I don't think diat Victoria sees it, but you understand 
he's a very young man, but I don't blame her, he's such 
a funny boy," said Mrs. Holt lucidly. 

"Good heavens, Maria,*' cried her husband, "do you 
want me to smash something?" 

"How you do go on," remarked Maria placidly. "What 
I meant to say is that don't you think Jack's rather too 
attentive to Victoria?" 

Mr. Holt drop^d his paper suddenly. "Attentive?" 
he growled, "haven't noticed it." 

"Oh I you men never notice tilings," replied Mrs. Holt 
with conscious superiority. "Don't say I didn't warn 
you, that's all." 

"Now look here, Maria," said Mr. Holt, his blue eyes 
darkening visibly, "I don't want any more of this tittle 
tattle. You can keep it for the next P.S.A. I can tdl 
you that if the young cub is 'attentive' to Mrs. Fulton, 
well, so much the better: itil teach him something worth 
knowing if he finds out that there's somebody else in 
the world who's worth doing something for beyond his 
precious self." 

"Very well, very well," purred Mrs. Holt. "If you 
take it like that, I don't mind, Thomas. Don't say I 
didn't warn you if anything happens. That's all." 

Mr. Holt got up from his leather chair and left the 
room. There were moments when his wife roused in 
him the fury that filled him when once, in his young 
days, he had dropped steel bolts into the cement grinders 
to gratify a grudge against an employer. The temper 
that had made him rejoice over the sharp cracks of 
smashed axles was in him still. He had got above the 
social stratum where husbands beat their wives, but in- 
nuendoes and semi-secrets g<^ed him almost to par- 
oxysm. 

Mrs. Holt heard the door slam and coolly took up 
her work. She was engaged in the congenial task of 
disfiguring a piece of Morris chintz. She had d<^^^^ 
that the little bag given her by an a^^'tMc. \f\KsA ^«^ 
too Oat and she was bu^y employed Vcl cc^x^\^R2c«a% 
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the "eyebright" pattern, with coloured wool in Ae most 
approved early Victorian manner. "At any rate,'* she 
thought, "Thomas has got the idea in his head." 

Mrs. Holt had not arrived at her determination to 
awaken her husband's suspicions without much thought. 
She had begun to realise that "something was wrong" 
one Sunday afternoon in the barouche, putting down to 
a fit of filial affection the readiness of Jack to join them. 
She had availed herself of the opportunity to drive round 
the Circle; so as to show off her adored son to the 
Brandeys, who were there in their electric, to the Wilsons, 
who were worth quite fifty thousand a year, to the Well- 
ensteins too, who seemed to do so wonderfully well on 
the Stock Exchange. Jack had taken it very nicely in- 
deed. 

All the afternoon Jack had remained with them; he 
had bought animal food, found a fellow to take them 
into the pavilion, and even driven home with them. It 
was when he helped his charges into the carriage that 
Mrs. Holt had noticed something. He first handed his 
mother in and then Victoria. Mrs. Holt had seen him 
put his hand under Victoria's forearm, which was quite 
ordinary, but she had also seen him hold her in so doing 
by the joint of her short sleeve and long glove where a 
strip of white skin showed and slip two fingers imder 
tiie glove. This was not so ordinary and Mrs. Holt be- 
gan to think. 

When a Rawsley dame be^s to think of tibings such 
as these, her conscience invariably demands of her that 
she should know more. Mrs. Holt therefore said not- 
ing, but kept a watchful eye on the couple. She could 
urge nothing against Victoria. Her companion remained 
the cheerful and competent friend of the early days; she 
was no more amiable to Jack than to his father: she 
talked no more to him than to the rest of the household; 
she did not even look at him much. But Jack was alwa3rs 
about her; his eyes followed her round the room, play- 
ing with every one of her movements. Whenever she 
smUed bis lips fluttered in re^xmse. 

Mrs. Holt passed slowly thiou|^ Hhe \x^c ^Xa^^^g^ ^i^ 
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a mother goes through when her son loves. She was not 
very anxious as to the results of the affair, for she knew 
Jaci, though she loved him. She knew that his purpose 
was never strong. Also she trusted Victoria. But, every 
day and inevitably, the terrible jealousy that invades a 
mother's soul crept further into hers. He was her son 
and he was wavering from an allegiance the pangs of 
childbirth had entitled her to. 

Mrs. Holt loved her son, and, like most of those who 
love, would torture the being that was all in all for her. 
She would have crushed his thoughts if she had felt able 
to do so, so as to make him more malleable; she rejoiced 
to see him safely anchored to the cement business, where 
nothing could distract him; she even rejoiced over his 
weakness, for she enjoyed the privilege of giving him 
strength. She would have ground to powder his ambi- 
tions, so that he might be more fully her son, hers, hers 
only. 

The stepping in of the other woman, remote and subtle 
as it was, was a terrible thing. She felt it from afar as 
the Arabian steed hears the coming simoon moaning be- 
yond the desert. With terrible lucidity she had seen 
everything that passed for a month after that fatal day 
at the Zoo, when Jack touched Victoria's arm. She saw 
his looks, stolen from his mother's face, heard the soft- 
ness of his voice which was often sharp for her. Like 
gall, his little attentions, the quick turn of his face, a 
flush sometimes, entered into and poisoned her soul. He 
was her son; and, with all the ruthless, entirely animal 
cruelty of the mother, she had begun to swear to herself 
that he should be hers and hers only, and tiiat she would 
hug him in her arms, aye, hug him to death if need be, 
if only in her arms he died. 

Savagely selfish as a good mother, however, Mrs. Holt 
remembered that she must go slowly, collect her evidence, 
allow the fruit to ripen before she plucked it. Thus she 
retained her outward kindnesses for Victoria, spoke her 
fair, threw her even into frequent contact with her s«cl* 
And every day she tortured herself vn&i ^ ^^ ^oss?3 '^'©a* 
tliat radiate from a lover's iace laJte ^et^\«s» ^x^'«!^ *^^ 
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bladng tafl of a comet. Now her case was complete. 
She bad seen Jack lean over Victoria while she was on 
her knees dusting some books, and let his hand dwell on 
hers. She had seen his face all alight, his mouth a little 
open, t^reathing in the fragrance of tliis woman, the in- 
truder. And the iroi^ had entered into the mother's heart 
so sharply that she had to hurry away unseen for fear 
she should cry out. 

Mrs. Holt dropped her little work bag. She wondered 
whether her husband would see. Would she have to worry 
him placidly for months as she usually had to when she 
wanted her own way? Or would he understand and side 
with her? She did not know that w<Hnen are intuitive, 
for she knew nothing either of women or m^, but she 
felt perfectly certain that she was cleverer than Thomas 
Holt. If he would not see, then she would have to show 
him, even if she had to plot for her son's sake. 

The door opened suddenly. Thomas Holt entered. 
His face was perturbed, his jaw setting grimly between 
the two deep folds in his cheeks. That was the face of 
his bad days. 

"Well, Thomas?" ventured his wife hesitatingly. 

"You were right, Maria," answered Holt after a pause. 
"Jack's a bigger fool than I thought him." 

"Ah I" said Mrs. Holt with meaning, her heart beating 
a sharp tatoo. 

"I was standing on the first landing," Holt went on. 
"I saw them at the door of the smoke-room. He asked 
her for a flower from her dress; she wouldn't give it him; 
he reached over and pulled one away." 

"Yes?" said Mrs. Holt, ever3^hing in her quivering. 

"Put his arm round her, though she pushed him off, 
and kissed her." 

Mrs. Holt cla^>ed her hands together. A sharp pang 
had shot through her. "What are you going to do?" she 
asked. 

"Do?" said Holt. "Sack her, of course. Send him 
up to Rawsley. Damn the young fool." 
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CHAPTER IX 

Breakfast is so proverbially dismal, that dismalness 
becomes good form; humanity feels silent and liverish^ 
so it grudges Providrace its due, for it cannot return 
thanks for the precocious blessings of the day. Such was 
breakfast at Finchley Road, and Victoria would not have 
noticed it on that particular morning had the silence not 
somehow been eloquent. She could feel, if not see storm 
douds on the horizon. 

Mr. Holt sat over his eggs and bacon, eating quickly 
with both hands, every now and then soiling the napkin 
tightly tucked into the front of his low collar. There 
was nothing abnormal in this, except perhaps that he kept 
his eyes more closely glued than usual to ihe table doth; 
moreover, he had not unfolded the paper. Therefore 
he had not looked up the prices of Industrials. This was 
singular. Mrs. Holt never said mudi at breakfast, in 
deference to her husband, but this morning her silence 
was somewhat ost^tatious. She handed Victoria her tea. 
Victoria passed her the toast and hardly heard her ''thank 
you." 

Jack sat more abstracted than ever. He was feeling 
very uncomfortable. He wavered between the severe 
talking to he had received from Victoria the previous 
afternoon and the sulkiness of his parents. Of course, 
he was feeling depressed, but he could not tdl 
why. Victoria's mere nod of acceptance when he offered 
her the salt, and his motiher's curt refusal of the pepper 
did not contribute to make him easier in his mind. Mrs. 
Holt cleared her throat: "Blowing up for rahi, Thomas," 
she said. Mr. Holt did not move a muscle. He helped 
himself to marmalade. Stolid silence once more reigned 
over the breakfast table. Jack stole a sidelong glance at 
Victoria. Her eyes were fixed upon her hands crossed be- 
fore her. Jack's eyes dwelt for a moment on their 
shapely strength, then upon the firm white nape of her 
bent neck. An insane desire possessed him to vassss^ ^s5^^ 
seize her in his arms, crush his \ips» m\o ^'aX. ^^^. 1^^^^%. 
the dark tendrils of her hsdr began, ^e xejgt^^sfc^"^ ""^^ 
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considared die grandfather's dock vMdi had once ticked 
in a peasant Holt's kitchen. To-day it ticked v/ifh ahnost 
horrible deliberation. 

Jack found that he had no ai^tite. Forebodings were 
at work with him. Perhaps Vic had told. Of course not, 
she couldn't be such a fool. What a beastiy room it was! 
Sideboard must weigh a ton. And those red curtains! 
awful, simply awful. Good God, why couldn't he get out 
of the damned place and take Vic with him. Couldn't 
do that yet, of course, but couldn't stick it much longer. 
He'd be off to the city now. Simply awful here. Jack 
rose to his feet suddenly, so suddenly that his chair tilted 
and fell over. 

Mrs. Holt looked up. "I wish you wouldn't be so 
noisy, Jack," she said. 

"Sorry, mater," said Jack, going round to her and 
bending down to kiss her, "I'm off." 

"You're in a fine hurry," remarked Mr. Holt grimly, 
looking up and speaking for the first time. 

"Left some work over," said Jack, in a curt manner, 
making for the door. 

"Hem! you've got work on the brain," retorted his 
father in his most sardonic tone. 

Jack opened the door without a word. 

"One minute. Jack," said Mrs. Holt placidly, "you 
needn't go yet, your father and I have something to say to 
you." 

Jack stood rooted to the ground. His knees ahnost 
gave way braeatii him. It, it, it was it. They knew. 
Victoria's face, the profile of which he could see outiined 
like a plaster cast against the red wall paper did not 
help him. Her face had set, rigid like a mask. Now she 
Imew why the previous evening had gone by in ^ence. 
She rose to her feet, a strange numb feeling creeping all 
over her. 

"Don't go, Mrs. Fulton," said Mr. Holt sharply, "this 
concerns you." 

For some seconds the party rmnained silent. Mr. and 
Mrs. Holt bad not moved from tiie table. Jack and Vio- 
^ns stood light and lett, like pnaonecs al \h!&\^^x. 
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'^ctoria,'* said Mrs. Holt, "I'm very sorry to have to 
say it, but I'm afraid you know what I'm going to tdl 
you. Of course, I don't say I blame you. It's quite nat« 
ural at your age and all that." She stopped, for a flush 
was rising in Victoria's face, tiie cheek-bones showing two 
little red patches. Mr. Holt had clasped his hands to- 
gether and kept his eyes fixed on Victoria's with unnatural 
intensity. 

"You see, Victoria," resumed Mrs. Holt, "it's always 
difiScult when there's a young man in the house; of course 
I make allowances, but, really, you see it's so complicated 
and things get so annoymg. You know what people 
are . . ." 

"That'll do, Maria," snarled Mr. Holt, jumping to his 
feet. "If you don't know what you have to say, I do. 
Look here, Mrs. Fulton. Last ni^t I saw Jack kissing 
you. I know perfectly well you didn't encourage him. 
You'd know better. However, there it is. I don't pre- 
tend I like what IVe got to do, but this must be stopped. 
I can't have philandering going on here. You, Jack, 
you're going back to the works at Rawsley and dcm't let 
me see anything of you this side of the next three months. 
As for you, Mrs. Fulton, I'm sorry, but Mrs. Holt will 
have to find another companion. I know it's hard on you 
to ask you to leave without notice, but I propose to give 
you an indemnity of twenty poimds. I should like to 
keep you here, but you see thai after what has happened 
it's impossible. I suppose you agree to that?" 

Victoria stood silent for a moment, her hands tightly 
clenched. She knew Holt's short wa3rs, but the manner 
of the dismissal was brutal. Everything seemed to revolve 
round her, she recovered herself with difficulty. 

"Yes," she said at length, "you're quite right." 

Jack had not moved. His hands were nervously play- 
ing with his watch chain. Victoria, in ibe midst c^ her 
trouble, remembered Edward's familiar gesture. They 
were alike in a way, these two tall weedy men, both irreso- 
lute and undeveloped. 
, "Very weU, thai," contkmed HoW, ^^^eow^ ^^k2^ 
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make your arrangements at once. Here is the cheque." 
He held out a slip of blue paper. 

Victoria looked at him for a moment dully. Then 
revolt sxu-ged inside her. "I don't want yoiu: indemnity," 
she said coldly, "you merely owe me a month's wages in 
Keu of notice." 

The shadow of a smile crept into Holt's face. The 
semi-legal, semi-commercial phrase pleased him. 

Mrs. Holt rose from the table and went to Victoria. 
"I'm so sorry," she said, speaking more gently than she 
had ever done. "You must take it. Things are so hard." 

"Oh, but I say, dad . . ." broke in Jack. 

"That will do, do you hear me, sir?" thundered the 
father violently, bringing down his fist on the table. "I'm 
not asking you for yoiu: opinion? You can stay and look 
at your work but you just keep a silent tongue in your 
head. D'you hear?" 

Jack stood cowed aad dumb. 

"There's nothing more to say, is there?" growled Mr. 
Holt, placing the cheque on the table before Victoria. 

"Not mudi," said Victoria. "I've done no wrong. Oh! 
I'm not complaining. But I begin to understand things. 
Your son has persecuted me. I didn't want his attentions. 
You turn me out. Of course it's my fault, I know." 

"My dear Victoria," interposed Mrs. Holt, "nobody 
says it's your fault. We all think . . ." 

"Indeed? it's not my fault, but you turn me out." 

Mrs. Holt dropped her hands helplessly. 

"I see it all now," continued Victoria. "You don't 
blame me, but you're afraid to have me here. So long 
as I was a servant all was well. Now I'm a woman and 
you're afraid of me." She walked up and down nervously. 
"Now imderstand, I've never encouraged your son. If he 
had asked me to marry him I wouldn't have done it." A 
look of pain passed over Jack's face but aroused no pity in 
Victoria. She felt frozen. 

"Oh I but there was no question of that," cried Mrs^ 
Holt, plaintively. 

"No doubt," said Victoria ruthlessly. "You couldn't 
^iihJt of it Nobody could ii&x^ oi «xi oi&cfit'& \vidow 
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manying into the Rawsley Works. From more than one 
point of view it "would be impossible. Very good. Ill 
leave in the course of the morning. As for the cheque, 
111 take it. As you say, Mrs. Holt, things are hard. IVe 
learned that and I'm still learning." 

Victoria took up the blue slip. The flush on her face 
subsided somewhat. She picked up her handkerchief, a 
letter from Molly and a small anthology lying on the 
dumb waiter. She made for the door, avoiding Jack's 
eyes. She felt throu^ her downcast lids the misery of 
his looks. A softer feeling went through her, and she 
regretted her outburst. As she placed her hand on the 
handle she turned round and faced Mrs. Holt, a gentler 
look in her eyes. 

"I'm sorry I was hasty," she stammered. "I was taken 
by surprise. It was . . . vulgar." 

The door dosed softly behkid her. 

CHAPTER X 

Victoria went up to her room and locked the door be- 
hind her. She sat down on her small basket tnmk and 
stared out of the dormer window. She was still all of a 
tingle; her hands, grasping the rough edges of the trunk, 
trembled a little. Yet she felt, amid all her perturbation, 
the strange gladness that overcomes one who has had a 
shock; the contest was still upon her. 

"Yes," she said aloud, "I'm free. I'm out of it." She 
hated the dullness and ugliness which the Holts had 
brou^t with them from the Midlands. TTie feeling came 
over her almost like a spasm. Through the dormer win- 
dow she could see tiie white frontage of the house o^^- 
site. It was repellent like Mrs. Holt's personal devil. 

The feeling of exultation suddenly subsided in \^c- 
toria's breast. She realised all of a sudden that ^e was 
once more adrift, that ^e must find something to do. It 
might not be easy. She would have to find lodgings. The 
ardiway in Portsea Place materialised ccxsA"^^ . ^^ ^^s;^^ 
hear the landlady from 84 detailmg ViveX^sX ^?vsfc ^^]^^^ 
watics to the slatternly maid YrTao A^ tot «Dfc ^sfs3^»" 
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Awful, awful. Perhaps she'd never find another berth. 
What should she do? 

Victoria pulled herself together with a start. "This 
will never do," she said, "there's lots of time to worry in. 
Now I must pack." She got up, drew the trunk into the 
middle of the room, opened it and took out the tray. 
Then, methodically, as she had been tau^t to do by her 
moflier, she piled her belongings on the bed. In a few 
minutes it was filled with the nondescript possessions of 
the nomad. Skirts, books, boots, underclothing, an inkpot 
even, jostled one another in dangerous proximity. Vic- 
toria surveyed the heap witii some dismay; all her troubles 
had vanished in the horror that comes over every packer: 
she would never get it all in. She struggled for half an 
hour, putting the heavy things at the bottom, piling 
blouses on the tray, cunningly secreting scent bottles in 
shoes, stuffing handkerdiief s into odd comers. Then she 
dropped the tray in, closed the lid and sat down upon 
it. The box creaked a little and gave way. Victoria 
locked it and got up with a little sigh of satisfaction. But 
^e suddenly saw that the cupboard door was ajar and 
that in it hung her best dress and a feather boa; on the 
floor stood the packer's plague, shoes. It was quite hope- 
less to try and get them in. 

Victoria surveyed the difficulty for a moment; then she 
r^etfully decided that she must ask Mrs. Holt for a 
cardboard box, for her hat-box was already mortgs^ged. 
A nuisance. But rather no, she would ask the parlour- 
maid. She went to the door and was surprised to find it 
locked. She turned the key slowly, looking round at 
the cheerful little room, every article of which was stupid 
without being offensive. It was hard, after all, to leave 
^1 this, without knowing where to go. 

Victoria opened the door and jumped back with a little 
cry. Before her stood Jack. He had stolen up alenily 
and waited. His face had flushed as he saw her; in his 
eyes was the misery of a sorrowful dog. His mouth, al- 
ways a little open, trembled with excitement. 

''Jack,'^ cried Victoria, "dil what do you want?" 
'Tve come to say • . . ohl Vlctona • . .^^ "V^x^^^^^^^ 
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down in the middle of his Gainfully prepared sentence. 

"Oh I go away," said Victoria faintly, putting her hand 
on her breast. "Do go away. Can't you see I've had 
trouble enough this morning?" 

"I'm sorry," muttered Jack miserably. "I've been a 
fool. Vic, I've come to ask you if youll forgive me. It's 
all my fault. I can't bear it." 

"Don't talk about it," said Victoria becoming rigid. 
"That's all over. Besides you'll have forgotten all about 
it to-morrow," she added cruelly. 

Jack did not answer directly, thou^ he was stung. 
"Vic," he said with hesitation, "I can't bear to see you 
gQ, all throu^ me. Listen, there's something you said 
tBBs morning. Did you mean it?" 

"Mean what?" a^ed Victoria uneasily. 

"You said, if I'd ask you to marry me you ... I 
know I didn't, but you know, Vic, I wanted you the first 
time I saw you. Oh I Vic, won't you marry me now?" 

Victoria looked at him incredulously. His hands were 
still trembling with excitement. His light eyes stared a 
little. His long thin frame was swaying. "I'd do any- 
thing for you. You don't know what I could do. I'd 
work for you. I'd love you more than you've ever been 
loved." Jack stopped short; there was a hardness that 
frightened him in the set of Victoria's jaw. 

"You didn't say that yesterday," she answered. 

"No, I was mad. But I wanted to all along, Vic. 
You're the only woman I ever loved. I don't ask more 
of you than to let me love you." 

Victoria looked at him more gently. His likeness to 
her brother grew plainer than ever. Kind but hopelessly 
inefficiait. Poor boy, he meant no harm. 

"I'm sorry. Jack," she said after a pause, "I can't do 
it. You know you couldn't make a living . . ." 

"Oh, I could, I could I" cried Jack clinging at the 
straw, "if I had you to work for. You can't tell what it 
means for me." 

"Perhaps you could work," said Victoria with a ^'iwax 
little smile, "but I can't marry you, "J^dSL, ^^>\ ^Rfc. ^ 
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like you very much, but I'm not in love with you. It 
wouldn't be fair." 

Jack looked at her dully. He had not dared to expect 
anything but defeat, yet defeat crushed him. 

"There, you must go away now," said Victoria, "I must 
go downstairs. Let me pass please." She squeezed be- 
tween him and the wall and made for the stairs. 

"No, I can't let you go," said Jack hoarsely. He seized 
her by the waist and bent over her. Victoria looked the 
space of a second into his eyes where the tiny veins were 
becoming bloodshot. She pushed him back sharply and, 
wrenching herself away, ran down the stairs. He <Hd not 
follow her. 

Victoria looked up from the landing. Jack was stsmd- 
ing with bent head, one hand on the banister. "The only 
thing you can do for me is to go away," she said coldly. 
"I shall come up again in five minutes with Effie. I sup- 
pose you will not want us to find you outside my bedroom 
door." 

She went downstairs. When she came up again with 
the maid, who carried a large brown cardboard box. Jack 
was nowhere to be seen. 

A quarter of an hour later she followed the butcher's 
boy who was dragging her box down the stairs, dropfHng 
it with successive thuds from step to step. As she reached 
the hall, while she was hesitating as to whether she should 
go into the dining-room to say good-bye to Mrs. Holt, 
file door opened and Mrs. Holt came out. TTie two 
women looked at one another for the space of a second, 
like duellists about to cross swords. Then Mrs. Holt held 
out her hand. 

"Good-bye, Victoria," she said, "I'm sorry you're going. 
I know you're not to blame." 

"Thank you," said Victoria idly. "I'm sorry also, but 
it couldn't be helped." 

Mrs. Holt heaved a large sigh. "I suppose not,'' she 
said. 

Victoria withdrew her hand and went towards the docwr. 
The butcher's boy had already taken her box down, mark- 
11^ tbe whitened steps with two black lines. 
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^'Shall I call a cab, mum?" he asked. 

"Yes, please," said Victoria dreamily. 

The youth went down the drive, his heels crunching^ 
into the gravel. Victoria stood at the top of the steps^ 
looking out at the shrubs, one or two of which showed pale 
buds, standing sharp like jewels on the black stems. Mrs. 
Holt came up behind her softly. 

"I hope we don't part in anger, Victoria," she said 
guiltily. 

Victoria looked at her with faint amusement. True, 
anger is a cardinal sin. 

"Oh I no, not at all," she answered. "I quite under- 
stand." 

"Don't be afraid to give me as a reference," said Mrs. 
Holt. 

"Thank you," said Victoria. "I sha'n't forget" 

"And if ever you're in trouble, come to me." 

"You're very kind," said Victoria. Mrs. Holt was kind, 
she felt. She understood her better now. Much of her 
sternness oozed out of her. A mother defending her son 
knows no pity, thought Victoria; perhaps it's wrong to 
resent it. It's nature's way of keeping the young aBve. 

The cab came trotting up the drive and stopped. The 
butcher's boy was loading the trunk upon the roof. Vic- 
toria turned to Mrs. Holt and took her hand. 

"Good-bye," she said, "you've been very good to me. 
Don't think I'm so bad as you diought me this morning. 
Your son has just asked me to marry him." 

Mrs. Holt dropped Victoria's hand; her face was dis- 
torted by a spasm. 

"I refused him," said Victoria. 

She stepped into the cab and directed the cabman to 
Portsea Place. As they turned into the road she looked 
back. At the head of the steps Mrs. Holt stood frozen 
and amazed. Victoria almost smiled but, her eyes wan- 
dering upwards, she saw, at her dormer window. Jack's 
head and shoulders. His blue eyes were fixed upon her 
with unutterable longing. A few strands ot "biKct \sa.^ 
blown down upon his forehead. Tot \Jafc ^^^^ ^'^ ^ ^^^ 
and ibey fftzed into each other's eyes, tfessv ^^ '^^^^ 
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blotted him out suddenly. Victoria sighed softly and sank 
back upon the seat of the cab. 

At ^e moment she had no thought. She was at sudbi 
a point as one may be who has turned the last page of 
the first volume of a lengthy book: the next page is blank. 
Nothing remained even of that last look in which Jack's 
blue eyes had pitifully retold his sorry tale. She was like 
a rope which has parted with many groans and wrench- 
icgs; broken and its strands scattering, its ends float 
la^y at the mercy of the waves, preparing to sink. She 
was going more certainly into the imknown than if she 
had walked blindfold into the darkest night. 

The horse trotted gently, the brakes gritting on the 
wheds as it picked its way down the steep. The fresh 
air of April drove into the cab, stinging a little and yet 
balmy with the freshness of latent spring. Victoria sat 
up, clasped her hands on the doors and craned out to see. 
Tliere was a little fever in her blood again; the spirit of 
advaiture was raismg its head. As fitful gleams of sun- 
shine lit up and irradiated the puddles a passionate inter- 
est in the life around seemed to overpower her. She 
looked almost greedily at the spire, far down the Willing- 
ton Road, shining white like molten metal with almost 
Italian brilliancy against a sky pale as shallow water. The 
light, the young wind, the scents of earth and buds, the 
men and women who walked with springy step, intent on 
no business, all this, and even the horse who seemed to 
toss his head and swish his tail in sheer glee, told her that 
the world was singing its alleluia, for, behold, spring was 
bom unto it in gladness, with all its trappings and its 
sumptuous promise. 

Everything was beautiful; not even the dreary waste of 
wall which conceals Lords from the vulgar, nor the thou- 
sand tombs of the churchyard where the dead jostle and 
grab land from one another were without their pecidiar 
charm. It was not until the cab crossed the Edgware 
Road that Victoria realised with a start that, thou^ the 
world was bom again, she did not share its good fortune. 
J^S^wane Road had dragged her down to the old levd; a 
Amible familiarity ^ half pleasurable, livali l^sMx os^* 
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whdmed her. This street, which she had so often paced 
carrying a heart that grew heavier with every stqp, had 
never led her to anything but loneliness^ to the cold 
emptiness of her room. Her mood had changed. She 
saw nothing now but tawdry stationers' shops, meretri- 
cious jewdliy and, worse still, the sickening plenty of 
its monster stores of clothing and food. The road had 
seized her and was carrying her away towards its summit, 
^here the hill melts into the skies between the houses that 
Srow lower as far as the eye can see. 

Victoiia dosed her eyes. She was in the grip once 
more; the wheels of the machine were not moving yet but 
die could feel the vibration as it got up steam. In a little 
the fl3rwheel would slowly revolve and then she would be 
caught and ground up. Yes, ground up, cried the Edg- 
vme Road, like thousands of others as good as you, 
ground into little bits to make roadmetal of, yes, ground, 
ground fine. 

The cab stopped suddenly. Victoria opened her eyes. 
Yes, this was Portsea Place. She got out. It had not 
dianged. The curtains of the house opposite were as 
dirty as ever. The landlady from the comer was standing 
just under the archway, dressed as usual in an expansive 
pink blouse in which her flowing contours rose and fell. 
She interrupted the voluble comments on the weather 
which she was addressing to the little faded colleague, 
dressed in equally faded black, to stare at the newcomer. 

"There ain^t no more room at Bell's," she remarked. 

"She is very fortunate," said the faded little woman. 
"Dear me, dear me. It's a cruel world." 

"Than lidies' maids alius ketdies on," said the large 
woman savagdy. "Tell yer wot, thou^, p'raps they 
wouldn't if Aey was to see Bell's kitdihig. Oh, Lor'! 
There ain't no black-beetles. I don't tiiuik." 

The litUe faded woman looked longingly at Victoria 
standing on the steps. A loafer ^rung from thin air 
as is the way of his kind and leant against the area rail- 
ings, touching his cap whenever he cau^t Victocv^'^ ^^> 
indicatkig at thnes the box on the lOcA o\ \5afc caiofc. ^"^^^^ 
Ihe silent bovse came a xunse ^at gcew V3«a^^ «sA Vs^^*=^ 
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as the footsteps drew nearer the door. Victoria recognised 
the familiar shufiBe. Mrs. Bell opened the door. 

"Lor', mum," she cried, "I'm glad to see you again.'* 
She caught sight of the trunk. "CHi, are you movfaig, 
mum?" 

"Yes, Mrs. Bell," said X^ctoria. "I'm moving and I 
iii^ant some rooms. Of course I thought of you." 

Mrs. Bell's face fell. "Oh, I'm so sorry, mum. The 
house is full. If you'd come last week I had the first 
floor back." She seemed genuinely distressed. She liked 
her quiet lodger and to turn away budness of any kind 
was always depressing. 

Victoria felt dashed. She remembered Edward's con- 
sternation on discovering the diange in Gower Street and, 
for the first time, sympathised. 

"Oh, I'm so sorry, too, Mrs. Bell. I should like to 
have come back to you." 

"Couldn't you wait until next month, mum?" said 
Mrs. Bell, reluctant to turn her away. "The gentleman 
in the second floor front, he's going away to Khodesia. 
It's your old room, mum." 

"I'm afraid not," said Victoria with a smile. "In fact, 
I must find lodgings at once. Never mind, if I don't like 
them 111 come back here. But can't you recommend 
somebody?" 

Mrs. Bell looked right and left, then into the arch- 
way. The little faded woman had disappeared. The land- 
lady in the billowy blouse was still surveying the scene. 
Mrs. Bell froze her with a single look. 

"No, mum, can't say I know of anybody, leastways 
not here," she said slowly. "It's a nice nei^bouihood, 
of course, but the houses here, they look all right, but oh, 
mum, you should see their kitchens! Dirty ain't the 
word, mum. But wait a bit, mum, if you wouldn't mintd 
that, I've got a sister who's got a very nice room. She 
lives in Castle Street, mum, near Oxford Circus. It's a 
nice neighbourhood, of course not so near the Park," added 
Mrs. Bell with conscious superiority. 
''I don't mind, Mrs. BeU," said Victoria. "I'm not 
fashionable. '' 
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"Oh, mum," cried Mrs. Bell, endeavouring to imply 
together the superiority of Portsea Place and the respec- 
tability of any street patronised by her family, "I'm sure 
youll like it 111 give you the address." 

In a few minutes Victoria was speedmg eastwards. 
Now she was rooted up for good. She was leaving bdiind 
her Curran's and Mrs. Bdl, slender links between her and 
home life, links still, however. The pageant of Lcmdon 
rolled by her, heaving, bursting with rich life. The sun- 
shine around her bade her be of good cheer. Then the 
cab turned a comer and, with the suddenness of a stage 
eEfect, it carried its burden into the haunts of darkness 
end malodour. 



CHAPTER XI 

''Telegraph, mum," said a voice. 

Victoria started up from the big armchair with a sud- 
denness that almost shot her out of it. It was the brother 
of the one in Portsea Place and shared its constitutional 
objection to being sat upon. It was part of the "sweet" 
which Miss Briggs had divided with Mrs. Bell when their 
grandmother died. 

"Thanks, Miss Briggs," said Victoria. "By the way, 
I don't think that egg is quite fredi. And why does Hetty 
put the armchair in front of the cupboard every day so 
that I can't open it?" 

"The slut, I don't see there's anything the matter with 
it," remarked Miss Briggs, simultaneously endorsing the 
complaint against Hetty and defendmg her own market- 
ing. 

"Oh, yes there is. Miss Bri^s," snapped Victoria with 
a sharpness which would have been foreign to her some 
months before. "Don't let it happen again or 111 do my 
own catering." 

Miss Bri^s collapsed on the spot. The profits cm th«r 
three and sixpence a week for "tea, bread and butter and 
anything that's going," formed q)]i\i& ^. %>&i^\»ss&ai ^sev^ssa. 
of her budget. 
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"Oh, I'm sorry, mum," she said, "it's Hetty bought 'em 
this week. The slut, 111 talk to her." 

Victoria took no notice of the penitent landlady and 
opened the Telegraph. She absorbed the fact that Con- 
sols had gone up an ei^th and that contangoes were in 
process of arrangement, without interest or understanding. 
She was thinking of something else. Miss Briggs coughed 
apologetically. Victoria looked up. Miss Briggs reflec- 
tively tied knots in her apron string. She was a tall, 
lantern- jawed woman of no particular age; old looking 
for thirty-five perhaps or young looking for fifty. Her 
brown hair, plentifully sprhikled with grey, broke out in 
wisps over each ear and at the back of the neck. Her 
perfectly flat diest allowed big bags of coarse black serge 
to hang over her dirty white apron. Her hands played 
mechanically with the strings, while her water-coloured 
eye fixed upon the Telegraph. 

"You shouldn't read that paper, mum," she remarked. 

"Why not?" asked Victoria, with a smile, "isn't it a 
good one?" 

"Oh, yes, mum, I don't say that," said Miss Briggs 
with the respect that she felt for the buyers of penny 
papers. "There's none better. Mine's the Daily MaU, 
of course, and just a peep into Reynolds before the yoimg 
gent on the first floor front. But you shouldn't have it 
Tizer's your paper." 

**Tizer?'* said Victoria interrogatively. 

"Morning Advertiser, mum; that's the one f<Mr adver- 
tisements." 

"But how do you know I read the advertisements^ Miss 
Briggs?" asked Victoria, still smiling. 

"Oh, mum, excuse the liberty," said Miss Briggs in great 
trepidation. "It's the only sheet I don't find when I 
comes up to do the bed. Tizer's the one for you, mum; 
I had a young lady 'ere, cmce. Got a job at the Inverness 
Lounge, she did. Married a clergyman, they say. He's 
divorced her now." 

"That's an encouraging story, Miss Briggs," said \^c- 
iona m& a, twinkle in her eye. "How do you know I 
n^aat to be a barmaid, though?" 
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'^Ohy' one has to be nvfaat one can, mum," said Miss 
Biiggs 9(»n>wfuUy. "Sure enough, it ain't all honey and 
it ain't all jam keq>ing this house. The bells, they rings 
an day and it's the breakfast that's bad and there ain't 
blankets enough, and I never 'ad a scuttle big enough to 
{dease 'em for sixpence. But you ain't doing that, mum," 
she added after a pause devoted to the consideration of 
her ipmmgs. "A young lady like you, she ought to be 
bdiind the bar." 

Victoria laughed aloud. "Thanks for the hint, Miss 
Briggs," she said, "111 think it over. To-day, however, 
I'm going to try my luck on the stage. What do you 
think of that?" 

"Going on tour?" cried Miss Briggs in a tone of tense 
anxiety. 

"Well, not yet," said Victoria soothingly. "I'm going 
to see an agent." 

"Oh, that's all ri^t," said Miss Briggs with ghoulish 
relief. "Hope yerll get a job," she added as confidently 
as a man offering a drink to a teetotaller. At that mo- 
ment a fearful dattering on the stairs announced that 
Hetty and the pail had suddenly descended to the lower 
landhig. liquid noises followed. Miss Briggs rushed out. 
Victoria jumped up and slammed her door on the chaotic 
scene. She returned to the Telegraph. The last six weeks 
in the Castle Street lodging house had taught her tha/t 
these were happenings quite devoid of importance. 

^ctoria spread out the Telegraph, ignored the foreign 
news, the leaders and the shocking revelations as to £e 
Government's Saharan policy; she dallied for a moment 
over "gowns for debutantes," for she was a true woman, 
passed on to the advertisements. She was getting quite 
experienced as a reader and could sift the wheat from the 
chaff with some accuracy. She knew that she could eafely 
ignore applications for lady helps tn "small families," at 
least unless she was willing to dean boots and blacklead 
grates for five shillings a week and meals when an oppor- 
tunity occurred; her last revelation as to the t!LA.t>».^ ^^. ^ 
post of housdceeper to an eldetVy ^c^^^'cckkr. ^^^^ ^^5^5^ 
retired from business into the qm^todi^b ol ^>xE^\\«a.^«i^^»^ 
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not been edifying. The 'Tinandal and Businesses" col- 
umn Idt her colder than she had been ^en she Idt Mrs. 
Hcdt ynih nearly thirty-seven pounds. Then she was a 
cs^italist and pondered Icmgingly over the i»x>posals of 
tobacconists, fancy goods firms, and staticmars, who ware 
prepared to guarantee a f ortime to any person ^o could 
muster thirty poimds. Fortimately Miss Briggs had un- 
deceived her. In her variegated experioice, she horself 
had surrendered some sixty golden sovereigns to the per- 
suasive owner of a flourishing newsagent's business. After 
a few weeks of vain attempts to induce the neighbour- 
hood to indulge in the news of the day, she had been glad 
to sell her stock of sweets for eighteen shillings, and to 
take half a crown for a hundred penny novelettes. 

Victoria turned to the "Situations Vacant" Their num- 
bers were deceptive. She had never realised before how 
many people live by fitting other people for work they 
cannot get. Two-thirds of the advertisements offered won- 
derful opportunities for sons of gentlemen in the offices of 
architects and engineers on payment of a premium; ^e 
also found she could become a lady gardener if she would 
only follow the courses in some diikery and meanwhile 
live on air; others would teach her shorthand, tjqjewriting 
or the art of the secretary. All these she now calmly 
skipped. She was obviously unfitted to be the matron of 
an asylum for the feeble-minded. Such experience had 
not been hers, nor had she the redoubtable record whidi 
would open the gates of an emporium. An illegible hand 
would exclude her from the city. 

"No," thought Victoria, "I'm an unskilled labourer; 
that's what I am." She wearily skimmed the agencies; 
as a matter of habit noted the demand for two compan- 
ions and one nursery governess and put the paper aside. 
Hiere was not much hope in any of these, for one was f<Mr 
Tiverton, the other for Cardiff, whidi would make a per- 
sonal interview a costly business; the third, discreeUy 
cloaked by an initial, suggested by its terseness a com- 
jpanjonship probably imdue in its intimacy. The last six 
rreeAs had opened Victoria's eyes to the unpleasant aspects 
of h'fe, so much so that she wondered viht\ii« \}mx^^99«k% 
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any other. She felt now that London was waitmg for her 
outside, waiting for her to have spent her last copper, when 
she would come out to be eaten so that she might eat. 

Whatever her conceit mi^t have been six months be- 
fore, Victoria had lost it all. She could do nothing that 
was wanted and desired everything ^e could not get. 
She had tried all sources and found them dry. Commer- 
daKsm, philanthropy, and five per cent, philanthropy had 
failed her. "What can you do?" was their cry. And, the 
answer being "nothing," their retort had been "No more 
can we." 

Victoria turned over in her mind her interview with 
the Honorary Secretary of the British Women's Imperial 
Self Hdp Association. "Of course," said the Secretary, 
"we will be glad to register you. We need some refer- 
ences and, as our principle is to foster the independence 
and self-req)ect of those whom we endeavour to place in 
positions such as may befit their social status, we are com- 
pelled to demand a fee of five shillings." 

"Oh, self hdp, I see," said Victoria sardonically, for 
she was beginning to imderstand the world. 

"Yes," replied the Honorary Secretary, oblivious of the 
sneer, for his mind was cast in the parliamentary mould, 
"by adhering to our principle and by this means only can 
we hope to stem the tide of pauperism to which modem 
socialistic tendoides are — ^are — spurring the masses." Vic- 
toria had paid five shillings for ihis immortal metaphor 
and within a week had received an invitation to attend a 
meeting presided over by several countesses. 

The B. W. I. S. H. A. (as it was called by its inti- 
mates), had induced in Victoria suspicions of sodeties in 
general. She had, however, applied also to the Ladies' 
Provider. Its name left one in doubt whether it provided 
ladies wi'th persons or whether it provided ladies to per- 
sons who mi^t not be ladies. The Secretary in this case, 
was not Honorary. Tlie inwardness of this did not appear 
to Victoria; for she did not thai know that plain secre- 
taries are generally paid, and try to earn their salary. 
Thdr interview had, however, not been ^asii ^& \$2k ^js^ 
yert Jier to the value of corporate dtofd. 
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The Secretary in tMs case 'was a woman of forty, with 
a pink face, trim grey hair, q)ectades, amorphous doth- 
ing, capable hands. She exhaled an atmosphere of re- 
q)ectabilityy and the faint odour of almonds which ema- 
nates from those wcmien who eschew scent in favour of 
soap. She had quietly listened to Victoria's history, mak- 
ing every now and then a shorthand note. Then she had 
coughed gently once or twice. Victoria fdt as in tilie 
presence of an examiner. Was she going to get a pass? 

"I do not say that we cannot do an3^ithing for you, Mrs. 
Fulton," she said, ''but we have so many cases similar to 
yours." 

Victoria had bridled a little at this. ''Cases" was a 
nasty word. 

"I'm not particular," ^e had answered, ''I'd be a com- 
panion any day," 

"I'm sure you'd make a pleasant one," said the Secre- 
tary gradoudy, "but before we go any further, tdl me 
how it was you left your last place. You were in the . . • 
in the Finchley Road, was it not?" The Secretary's eyes 
travelled to a map of London where Marylebone, South 
Paddington, Kensington, Bdgravia, and Mayfair, were 
blocked out in blue. 

Victoria had hesitated, then fenced. "Mrs. Holt will 
give me a good character," she faltered. 

"No doubt, no doubt," replied the Secretary, her eyes 
growing just a little darker behind the glasses. "Yet, you 
see, we are compelled by the nature of our business to 
make enquiries. A good reference is a very good tiling, 
yet people are a little cardess sometimes; the hearts of 
employers are often rather soft." 

This was a little too much for Victoria. "If you want 
to know the truth," she said bluntly, "the son of the 
house persecuted me with his attentions, and I couldn't 
bear it." 

The Secretary made a shorthand note. Then she looked 
at Victoria's flashing eyes, hei^tened colour, thick piled 
hair. 
^^I am very sorry ^^ she began lamdy. . . . 
What dreadful things womea axe^ tiiou^l Victoria, 
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folding iq> the Telegraph. If Christ had said: Let ker 
vAo hath never sinned ... the woman would have been 
stoned. Victoria got up, went to the looking-glass and 
inq>ected herself. Yes, she was very pretty. She was 
pi^ttier fban she had ever been before. Her skin was 
paler, her eyes larger; her thick eyebrows almost met in 
an exquisite gradation of short dark hairs over the bridge 
of the nose. She watched her breast rise and fall gently, 
flashing white through the black lacework of her blouse, 
then falling away from it, tantalising the faint simshine 
that would kiss it. As she turned, another looking-glass 
set in the lower panels of a small cupboard told her that 
her feet were small and high ardied. Her openwork 
stockings were drawn so tight that the skin there also 
Reamed white. 

Victoria took from the table a dirty visiting card. It 
bore the words ''Louis Carrel, Musical and Theatrical 
Agent, 5 Soho Place." She had come by it in Angular 
manner. Two days before, as she left the offices of the 
*'Compleat Governess Agency" after having realised that 
she could not qualify in eitiber French, German, Music, 
Poker work or Swedish drill, she had paused for a moment 
on the doorstep, surve3dng the dingy court where they were 
ooncealed, the dirty panes of an unlet shop opposite, ihe 
strange literature flaunting in the showcase of some pub- 
lisher of esoterics. A woman had oHne up to her, rising 
like the loafers from the flagstones. She had realised her 
as between ages and between colours. Then the woman 
had <&sappeared as suddaily as she came without having 
qx>ken, leaving in Victoria's hand the little square of 
pasteboard. 

Victoria looked at it meditatively. She would have 
shrunk from the idea of the stage a year before, when 
the tradition of Lympton was still upon her. But times 
had changed; a simple philosc^hy was growing in her; 
what did anything matter? would it not be all the same 
in a hundred years? The discovery of this philosophy did 
not strike her as commonplace. There are but t«^ ^^i^&s^ 
know tiiat this is the jMosopliy oi lESofc^woA^- 

VIctom put down -flie card and \>e@SL \j^ fts«^ ^^^ 
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removed tbe old black skirt and ragged lace blouse and, 
as she stood before the glass in her short petticoat, patting 
her hair and setting a comb, she reflected with satisfaction 
that her arms were shapely and white. She looked almost 
lovingly at the long thin dark hairs, fine as silk, that 
streaked her forearms; she kissed them g^tly, moved to 
self-adoration by the sweet scent of femininity that rose 
from her. 

She tore herself away from her self-worship and quickly 
began to dress. She put on a light skirt in serge, striped 
black and white, threading her head through it widi great 
care for fear she should danmge her fringe net. She drew 
on a white blouse, simple enou^ though cheap. As it 
fastened along the side she did not have to call in Miss 
Briggs; whidh was fortimate, as this was the time when 
Miss Briggs carried coals. Victoria wriggled for a mo- 
ment to settle the uncomfortable boning of the neck and, 
having buckled and bdted the skirt over the blouse, com- 
pleted her toilet with her little black and vMte jad^et to 
match the skirt. A tiny black silk cravat from her neck 
was discarded, as she found that the fashionable rufSe, 
^nerging from the closed coat, produced an effet tnausque" 
taire. Lastly she put on her hat; a lapse from the fashions 
perhaps, but a lovable, flat, almost crownless, desul black, 
save a vertical group of feathers. 

Victoria drew her veil down, regretting the thickness 
of the ^x)ts, pushed it up to repair widi a dab of powder 
the ravage of a pod on die tip of her nose. She took up 
her parasol and white gloves, a ^ow of exdt^nent already 
creeping over her as die realised how deverly she must 
have cau^t the i^uit of the profes^n to look the actress 
to tiie life and yet remain in the note of the demure 
widow. 

Soho Place is ndther one of die "good" streets nor 
one of the "bad." The police do not pace it in twos 
and threes in broad dayH^t, yet they hardly like to 
venture into it singly by ni^t On one side it ends in a 
square; on die otiier it turns off into an unobtruave side 
street, the reputation of wfaidi varies yaurd by yard ac- 
coiximg to ibe distance from the maon TOQuiis. \\.*^ j&ft:)^ 
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dingy; yet not Tn&out dignity, for its good Georgian and 
Victorian houses preserve some solidity and are not yet of 
Hie tenement dass. They are still in the grade of office 
and shop v^ch is immediately below their one-time status 
of dwellings for well-to-do merchants. 

Victoria entered Soho Place from the square, so that 
she was not too ill impressed. She walked in the middle 
of the pavement, imconsdously influenced by the foreign 
flavour of Soho. There men and women stand all day in 
<fhe street, talking, bargaining, quarrelling and making 
love; when a cab rattles by they move aside lazily, as a 
Neapolitan stevedore rolls away on the wharf from the 
wheels of a passing cart. 

Victoria paused for a second on the steps. No. s 
Soho Place was a good house enough. The ground floor 
was occupied by a firm of auctioneers; a gentleman de- 
scribing himself as A.R.I.B.A. exercised his profession on 
Ae third floor; below his plate was nailed a visiting-card 
similar to the one Victoria took from her- reticule. She 
went up the staircase feeling a little braced by the respec- 
tability of the house, though she had caught sight through 
ibe area railings of an unspeakably dirty kitchen where 
unwashed pots flaunted greasy remains on a liquor stained 
deal table. The staircase itself, witii its neutral and 
stained green distemper, was not over encouraging. Vic- 
toria stopped at the first landing. She had no need to 
enquire as to the whereabouts of the impresario for, on 
a door which stood ajar, was nailed another dirty card. 
Just as she was about to push it, it opened further to allow 
a girl to come out. She was very fair; her cheeks were 
a little flushed; a golden lock or two fell like keepsake 
ringlets on her low lace collar. Victoria just had time to 
see that the blue eyes sparkled and to receive a cheerful 
smile. The girl muttered an apology and, smiling still, 
brushed past her and lightly ran dovm the stairs. "A suc- 
cessful candidate," thought Victoria, her heart rising once 
more. 

9ie entered the room and found it empty. It ^<k^& 
almost entirely bare of furniture, ioc ^X.^'t ^as^ 'ssiS^as^ 
of dudrs in Ae middle and laded xedi €lcIQcl c333N^i&& 
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fieved Hie uniform dirtiness of the -wall paper y^ch <mce 
was flowered. One wall was entirdy covered by a large 
poster where half a dozen impossibly charming girls of the 
biscuit type were executing a cancan so S3munetrically as 
to recall an Egyptian frieze. The mantelpiece was bare 
save for the signed photogr:^ of some magnmcent for- 
eig^-looldng a£lete, nude to die wsisL Victoria waited 
for a moment, watdiing a door which led into an inner 
room, tiien wait towards it. At once the sound of a diair 
being pushed back and the fall of some small article on 
the floor told her that the ocaq>ant had heard her foot- 
steps. The door opened suddenly. 

Victoria looked at the apparition widi some sur^mse. 
In a single glance she took in the details of his face and 
dothes, all of which were pleasing. Tlie man was ob- 
viously a foreigner. His face was pale, dean shaven save 
for a small black moustache dosely cropped at the ends; 
his eyes were brown; his eyebrows, as beautifully pendlled 
as those of a girl, emphasised the whiteness of his high 
f ordiead from which the hair receded in thick waves. I£s 
lips, red and full, were parted over his white teeth in a 
pleasant smile. Victoria saw, too, that he was dressed in 
perfect taste, in soft grey tweed, fitting well over the collar 
and loose ever3rwhere else; his linen was immaculate; in 
fact, nothing about him would have disgraced the Qian- 
draga mess, except perhaps a ^Id ring with a large dia- 
mond which he wore on the litQe finger of his right hand. 

"Mr. Carrd?" said Victoria in some trepidation. 

"Yes, mademoiselle," said the man pleasantly. **Will 
you have the kindness to aiter?" He held the door open 
and Victoria, hesitating a little, preceded him. 

The inner room was almost a replica of the outer. It, 
too, was scantily furnished. On a large table he£^ of 
dusty papers were stacked. An a^-tray overflowed over 
one end. In a comer stood a rickety-looking piano. The 
walls were proiusdy decorated widi posters and photo- 
graphs, presumably of actors and actresses, some hi^y 
renowned. Victoria felt re^)ect creeping into her soul. 

Ckm^/ placed a chair for her before the table and re- 
sumed Lis own. For the space o! a secoxkii tst tsR^ 1m 
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looked Victoria over. She was a little too consdoiis of 
iiis scrutiny to be quite at ease, but she was not afraid 
of the verdict. 

"So, mademoiselle," said the man gently, "you wish 
for an ^igagement on the stage?" 

Victoria had not expected such directness. "Yes, I do," 
she said. "That is, I was thinking of it since I got your 
card." 

"My card?" said Carrel, raising his eyebrows a little. 
"How did you get my card?" 

Victoria told him briefly how the card had been thrust 
into her hand, how curious it was and how surprised she 
had been as she did not know the woman and had never 
seen her again. Then she frankly confessed that she had 
no experience of the stage but wanted to earn her living 
and that . . . She stopped a^ast at the tactical error. 
But Carrel was looking at her fixedly, a snrile playing on 
his lips as he pulled his tiny moustaiche with Ins jewelled 
hand. 

"Yes, certainly, I understand," he said. "Experience 
is very useful, naturally. But you must begm and you 
know: U n'y a que le premier pas qui coHte. Now per- 
haps you can sing? It would be very useful." 

"Yes, I can sing," said Victoria doubtfully, suppressing 
"a little," remembering her first mistake. 

"Ah, that is good," said Carrel, smiling. "Will you 
sit down to the piano? I have no music; ladies always 
bring it, but do you not know something by heart?" 

Victoria got up, her heart beating a little and went 
to tiie piano. "I don't know anything French," she said. 

"It does not matter," said Carrel, "you will leain 
easily." He lowered the piano stool for her. As she sat 
down the side of his head brushed her shoulder lightly. A 
faint scent of heliotrope rose from his hair. 

Victoria dragged off her gloves nervously, felt foe the 
pedals and with a voice that trembled a little sang two 
ballads which had always pleased Lympton. The piano 
was frightfully out of tune. Everything cc»as^\t^ \s^ 
make her nervous. It was only vjYvccl ^<t ^^x^M^^^'^»8^ 
Dote that she looked at &e ixnptesado. 
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"Very good, very good," cried Carrel. "Magnifique. 
Mademoiselle, you have a beautiful voice. You vdll be 
a great success at Vichy." 

"Vichy?" edioed Victoria, a little overwhehned by his 
apiproval of a voice which she knew to be quite ordi- 
nary. 

"Yes, J have a troupe to sing and dance at Vidiy and 
in the towns, Clermont Ferrand, Lyon, everjnvhere. I 
will engage you to sing and dance," said Carrel, his dark 
eyes sparkling. 

"Oh, I can't dance," cried Victoria despairingly. 

"But I assure you, it is not difficult," said Carrel. "We 
will teach you. There, I will show you the contract. As 
you have not had much experience my syndicate can only 
pay you one hundred and fifty francs a month. But we 
will pay the expenses and the a>stumes." 

Victoria looked doubtful for a moment. To sing, to 
dance, to go to France where she had never been, all this 
was sudden and momentous. 

"Voyons," said Carrel, "it will be quite easy. I am 
taking four English ladies with you and two do not imder- 
stand the theatre. You will make more money if the audi- 
ence like you. Here is the contract." He drew a printed 
sheet out of the drawer and handed it to her. 

It was an impressive document with a heavy headline; 
Troupe de TkSdtre Anglaise. It bore a French revenue 
stamp and contained half-a-dozen clauses in French whidi 
she struggled through painfully; she could only guess at 
their meaning. So far as she could see she was bound 
to sing and dance according to the programme which was 
to be fixed by the Directeur, twice every day including 
Sundays. The syndicat undertook to pay flie railway 
fares and to provide costumes. She hesitated, then crossed 
the Rubicon. 

"Fill in the blanks, please," she said unsteadily. "I 
accept." 

Carrel took up a pen and wrote in the date and cerU 
dnguante francs. "What name will you adopt?" he asked^ 
^d what is your own name?" 
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Victoria hesitated. "My name is Victoria Fulton," she 
said. "You may call me . . . Aminta Ormond." 

Carrel smiled once more. "Aminta Ormond? I do 
not think you will like that. It is not English. It is like 
Amanda. No! I have it, Gladys Oxford, it is excellent." 

Before she could protest he had begun writing. After 
all, what did it matter? She signed the document without 
a word. 

"VoUi," said Carrel smoothly, locking the drawer on 
the contract. "We leave from Charing Cross on Wednes- 
day evening. So you have two days to prepare yourself. 
Monsieur le Directeur will meet you under the clock at a 
quarter past eight. The train leaves at nine. We will 
take your ticket when you arrive. Please come here at 
four on Wednesday and I will introduce you to the Du 
recteur" 

Victoria got up and mechanically shook hands. Carrd 
opened the door for her and ceremoniously bowed her 
out. She walked into Soho Place as in a dream, every 
pulse in her body thrilling with unwonted adventure. She 
stared at a dirty window pane and wondered at the bril- 
liance it threw back from her eyes. 

CHAPTER XII 

Victoria had forgotten her latchkey. Miss Briggs 
opened the door for her. Her sallow face brightened up. 

"There's a gentleman waiting, mum," she said, and 
" 'ere's a telegram. Came jest five minutes after you 
left. IVe put him in the front room what's empty, mimi. 
Thought you'd rather see him there. Been 'ere 'arf an 
'our, mum." 

Victoria did not attempt to disentangle the hours of 
arrival of the gentleman and the telegram; she tore open 
the brown envelope excitedly. It only heralded the com- 
ing of Edward who was doubtless the gentleman. 

"Thanks, Miss Briggs," she said, "it's my brother." 

"Yes, mum, nice yoimg gentleman. He's all ri^t\ 
been reading the New Age, mum, ^oaa ^«A V^nsx^ ^^Sts^ 
belongs to the lady on the ttiiid.'' 



;^ A BED OF ROSES 

N'iohMla smilfd and vttnt into the dhm^-room, ^vhoe 
ntM\o ilino in Uvlging hou5^ sa\*e gliosts. Edward was 
MAnitiu}; near the nuintdp^ece immcTsed in the paper. 

"Why, T<\1 this is niof of wu." cried Mctoria, going 
up to him anil taking his haTid. 

"I ha^i to i\Mne up to town suddenh-/' said Edwaxd, "to 
]^ Kvks KM- the Head. I'm isoinc hack this afteniooo, 
hr.i I ihxN^vAt rd kv\k vou icx Did voa cet the tde- 
icranr" 

"hjst jv^ it now," sac5 \*5r:«ii. sbowing it, "so you 
wvcht ha>^ aa>Yv! the stxixric*," 

' IV,^ *.>!t>\'' said FArani "1 <5±i't k2»w mita Ois 
n\Nr,v^xc ^' 

"1; Ay«**^ Tnar^f^. l^rr, so ciai Tk"* s» j'otl'^ 

l><w ^-as ar, a^^^trr. rutase^ EtwetS bm^»d sway 
tSe >ia'.: trocr. >.-^ foir?»S?di,^, rCi? >*fir3i? 3ew back to fab 
t»^fcro> oSa.'-.ri Victoria >va,^ >c»icS' v:^n«E i? iita to tdl 
>.;>•: W>,x 5iSf V^^ :Sf H,\^:& FftkrfiL ."C al iai aondws 
>»vi:r:v^, >e «;iis ^^«:^K> .\xscvx2!^ tha: be b'igmfri ber and 



K-*i ':;^* Jar«v* ^v^T*ia. uvikxnc ^ im 



>>o=. rvv ^'^sc;!' ■ SRC \ vrT.iru; 
Ho >t*A;x icss iw ^T^T* ,'^- V ?*! J mar 

,Mv<:o-A "i* :- ^^^:^ haxS V rT^s:^^ juj 
• ^iii^vi^ n.%:hi«icx 4»*t*,Y^:2-. ■ ;n]ic t 
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Edward started and flushed like an angry boy. "On 
file ... the stage?'' he ga^>ed. 

"Yes," said Victoria quietly. "IVe got an engag^nent 
for six months to play at Vichy and other pkures in 
France. I only get six pounds a month but they pay all 
Hit expenses. Ill have quite thirty poimds dear iniien 
I come back. What do you think of that?" 

"It's . . . it's awful," cried Edward, losing all sdf- 
consdousness. "How can you do such a thing, Vic? If 
it were in London, it would be different. You sinqdy 
can't do it" 

"Can't?" asked Victoria, raising her eyd^rows. "Why?" 

"It's not done. No, r«dly, Vic, you can't do it," Ed- 
ward was evidCTitly disturbed. Fancy a sister of his . . . 
It was preposterous. 

"I'm sorry, Ted," said Victoria, "but I'm going on 
Wednesday. I've signed the agreement." 

Edward looked at her almost horror-struck. His spec* 
tades had slid down to the sharp tip of his nose. 

"You are doing very wrong, Victoria," he said, resum- 
ing his pedagogic gravity. "You could have done nothing 
that I ^ould have disapproved of as mudi. You should 
have looked out for something else." 

"Looked out for something dse?" said Victcwria with the 
suspidon of a sneer. "Look here, Ted. I know you mean 
wdl, but I know what I'm doing; I haven't beai in London 
for six months without finding out that life is hard on 
women like me. I'm no good because I'm too good for a 
poor job and not suitable for a superior one. So I've just 
got to do what I can." 

"Why didn't you try for a post as companion?" asked 
Edward widi a half snarl. 

"Try indeed! Anybody can see you haven't had to 
try, Ted. I've tried everything I could think of, agratcies, 
sodeties, papers, everything. I can't get a post. I must 
do something. I've got to take what I can get. I know 
it now; we women are just raw material. The world uses 
as much of us as it needs and throws the rest on the scras^ 
heap. Do you think I don't keep my cjei& ^s^ecC^ ^^ ^'s?^ 
fliink I don't see that when you 'vraaA. ^aai€a^ ^» ^*^ 
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double wtxk at half rates yoa get a woman? And sbe 
thanks God and struggles for the work that's too dirty 
or too hard for a man to touch." 

VictcMJa paced up and down the small toom, carried 
away by her vdiemenca Edward said nothing. He was 
mudi upset and did not know what to say; he had nev^ 
seen Victoria like this and he was oxistitutionally afraid 
of vigour. 

"I'm sorry, Ted," said Victoria, stcq^ping suddenly. 
She laid her hand on his sleeve. "There, don't sulk with 
me. Let's go out to lunch and 111 go and choose your 
books with you after. Is it a bargain?" 

"I don't want to discuss the matter again," rq^ed 
Edward with as much con^sure as he could muster. 
"Yes, let's go out to lunch." 

The rest of the day passed without another word on 
the subject of Victoria's downfall. She saw Edward off 
at St. Pancras. After he had said good-bye to her, he 
suddenly leaned out of the window of the railway car- 
riage as if to speaky then changed his mind and sank back 
on the seat. Victoria smiled at her victory. 

Next morning she broke the news to Miss Briggs. The 
landlady seemed amazed as well as concerned. 

"You seem rather taken aback," said Victoria. 

"Well, mimi, you see it's a finmy thing the stage; 
young ladies all seems to think it's easy to get on. And 
then they don't get on. And there you are." 

"Well, I am on," said Victoria, "so I shall have to 
leave on Wednesday." 

"Sorry to lose you, mimi," said Miss Briggs. " *ope 
yerll 'ave a success. In course, as you 'aven't given me 
notice, mum, it'll 'ave to be a week's money more." 

"Oh, come. Miss Briggs, this is too bad," cried, Vto- 
toria, "why, you've got a whole floor vacant! Vfbat 
would it have mattered if I had given you notice?" 

"Might have let it, mum. Besides, it's the law," said 
Miss Briggs, placing her arms akimbo, ready for the fray. 

"Very well, then," said Victoria coldly, "don't let's say 
anything more about it." 
MSiss Briggs looked at her cnticaSVv. ^^"^o offiscLce 
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meant, mum,'* she said timidly, "it's a 'ard life, lodgers.** 

"Indeed?" said Victoria without any show of interest 

"You wouldn't believe it, mum, all IVe got to put up 
with. There's Hetty now • . ." 

"Yes, yes. Miss Briggs," said Victoria impatiently^ 
"you've told me about Hetty." 

"To be sure, mum," replied Miss Briggs, htraibly. "It 
ain't easy to make ends meet. What with the rent and 
them Borou^ Council rates. There aint no end to it, 
mum. I lives in the basement, mum, and ihat means gas 
all the afternoon, mtmi." 

Victoria looked at her again. This was a curious out- 
look. The poor troglodyte had translated the glory of 
the sun into cubic feet of gas. 

"Yes, I suppose it is hard," she said reflectively. 

"To be sure, mimi," mused Miss Briggs. "Sometimes 
you can't let at all. I've watched throu^ the area rail- 
ings, mum, many a long day in August, wondering if the 
legs I can see was coming 'ere. They don't mostly, mum." 

"Then why do you go on?" asked Victoria, hardening 
suddenly. 

"What am I to do, mimi? I just gets my board and 
lodging out of it, mum. Keeps one respectable; always 
been respectable, mum. That ain't so easy in London, 
mimi. Ah, when I was a yoimg girl, might have been dif- 
ferent, mum; you should have seen me 'air. Curls like 
anything, mum, when I puts it in papers. *Ad a bit of a 
figure, too, mum." 

"Deary me!" 

Victoria looked with S3mipaihy at the bard thin face, 
the ragged hair. Yes, she was respectable enough, poor 
Miss Briggs! Women have a hard life. No wonder tibey, 
too, are hard. You cannot afford to be earthenware 
among the brass pots. 

"What will you do when you can't run the house any 
more?" she asked more gently. 

"Do, mum? I dunno." 

Yet anodier philosophy. 

"Miss Briggs," came a mam's voice Itonv ^^ 5^2&c^ 
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'^Coming, sir/' yelled Miss Briggs in the penetrating 
tone that calling from cellar to attic teaches. 

"Where are my boots?" said the voice on the stairs. 

"Ill get 'em for you, sir," cried Miss Briggs shnfiBing 
jto the door on her worn slippers. 

j Life is a hard thing, thought Victoria again. Another 

fwoman for the scrap heap. Fourteen hours work a day, 

/nightmares of unlet rooms, boots to black and coals to 

/carry, dirt, loneliness, harsh words and at the end "I 

'dunno." Is that to be my fate? she wondered. 

However, her blood soon raced again; she was an ac- 
tress, she was going abroad, she was going to see the 
world, to enslave it, to have adventures, live. It was 
good. All that day Victoria trod on air. She no longer 
felt her loneliness. Tlie sun was out and aglow, bringing 
in its premature exuberance joyful moisture to her temples. 
She, with the world, was yoimg. In a fit of extravagance 
she limched at a half crown table dliote in Oxford Street, 
where pink shades softly diffuse the light on shining glass 
and silver. The coffee was almost re^, so strong, so fidl 
of sap. Tlie light of triimiph was in her eyes, making 
men turn back, sometimes follow and look into her face, 
half appealing, half insolent. But Victoria was tmcon- 
sdous of them, for the world was at her feet. She was 
the axis of the earth. It was in such a frame of mind that, 
the next day, she climbed the step)s of Soho Place, careless 
of the view into the underground kitchen, of the two dogs 
who under the archway fought, growling, fouling the air 
with the scents of their hides, over a piece of offaL She 
ran up the stairs Hghtly. Tlie door was stiH ajar. 

Two men were sitting in the anteroom, both 
briar pipes. The taller of the two got up. 

"Yes?" he said interrogativdy. 

"I . . . you ... is Mr. Carrel here?" asked Victoria 
nervously. 

"No, Miss," said the man calmly, '%e's just gone to 
Marlborough Street." 

"Oh," said Victoria, still nervous, "wiU fae be long?'' 

"I should say so, miss," replied Ihe man, "peiln^ 
trre/ve months, peiiiaps more.** 
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Victoria gaq)ed. ''I don't iinderstand/' she said, but 
her heart b^an to beat. 

"Don't s'pose you would, miss," said the short man,, 
getting up. "Fact is, miss, we're the police and we've had 
to take him; just about time we did, too. Leaving for 
France to-night with a batch of girls. S'pose you're one 
of them?" 

"I was going to-night," said Victoria faintly. 

"May I have your name?" asked the tall man jwlitdy,. 
taking out a pocketbook. 

"Fulton," she faltered. "Victoria Fulton." 

"M'yes, that's it. Gladys Oxford," said the tall man,, 
turning back a page. "Well, Miss, you can tiiank your 
stars you're out of it." 

"But what has he done?" asked Victoria with an effort. 

"Lord, Miss, you're from the country, I can see," said 
the short man amiably. "I thought everybody knew that 
little game. Take you over to Vichy, you know. Make 
you dance and sing. Provide costimies." He winked at 
his companion. 

"Costumes," said Victoria, "what do you mean?" 

"Costumes don't mean much, Miss, over there," said 
the tall man. "Fact is, you'd have to wear what they 
like and sing What they like when you pass the plate roimd 
among the customers." 

Something seemed to freeze in Victoria. 

"He said it was a theatre of varieties," she ga^^ed. 

"Quite true," said the tall man with returning cynicism. 
"A Iheatre right enough, but you'd have supplied the va- 
riety to the customers." 

Victoria clenched her hands on the handle of her para- 
sol. Then she turned to fly. 

The short man stopped her and demanded her address, 
informing her that she was to attend at Marlborough Street 
next day at eleven-thirty. 

"Case ma)m't be called before twelve," he added. 
"Sorry to trouble you, Miss. You won't hear any more 
about it unless it's a case for the Sessions." 

Victoria ran down the steps, thiou!^ ^'fc ^e^ •«cA\s!&$^ 
Cbaring Cross Road as if sometbxni^ ^w^a \s4j3KSi!i,'^«^ 
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tracking her dawn. So this ivas die end of the dream. 
Stie had stretdied her hand out to the roses, and the god^ 
less merciful to her than to Tantalus, had filled her palm 
with thorns. It was horrible, horrible. She had imagina- 
tion, and a memory of old prints after Rowlandson, which 
her father had treasured, came back to her with almost 
nauseating force. She pictured the Frradi cafi chantant 
like the Cave of Harmony; rough boards on trestles, laden 
with tankards of foaming beer, muddy li^ts, a foulness of 
tobacco smoke, a raised stage with an enormous woman 
singing on it, her eye frightfully dilated by belladonna, 
her massive arms and legs gleaming behind tiie dirty foot- 
lights and everywhere around men smoking, with noses 
like snouts, bodies like swine's, hairy hands— ihands, ye 
^ods! 

She walked quickly away from the place of rcvdation. 
She hurried through the five o'clock inferno of Trafalgar 
Square, careless of the traffic, escaping death ten times. 
She hurried down the spaces of Whitehall, and only slack- 
ened her pace at Westminster Bridge. There she stopped 
for a moment; the sun was setting and gilded and em- 
purpled the foreshores. Tlie horror of the past half hour 
seemed to fade away as she watched the roses and mauves 
bloom and blend, the deep shadows of the embankments 
rise and fall. Near by, a vagrant, every inch of him 
dothed in rags, the dirt of his face mimicking thdr colour^ 
smoked a short day pipe, puffing at long intervals small 
wreaths of smoke into the blue air. And as Victoria 
watched them form, rise and vanish into nothingness, the 
sun kiss gently but pitilessly the old vagrant himched up 
against ihe parapet, the horror seemed to mdt away. The 
peace of the evening was expdling it, but another dread 
visitor was heralded in. Victoria fdt like lead in her heart, 
the return of imcertamty. Once more she was an outcast 
No work. Once more she must ask hersdf what to do and 
find no answer. 

The river glittered and rose and fdl, as if inviting her. 
Victoria shuddered. It was not yet time for that. She 
turned back and, with downcast eyes, made for St 
James's Park. T}iere she sat foe a mofmoD^ n^Xs^cosl^^ 
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pelioan flop on fais island, the waterfowl race and dive. 
Tlie problem of life was upon her now and where was the 
solution? Must I tread the mill once more? thought Vic- 
toria. Tlie vision of agencies again, of secretaries cour- 
teous or rude, of waits and hopes and despairs, all rushed 
at her and convinced her of the usdessness of it all. She 
was alone, always alone, because she wanted to be free, to 
be happy, to live. Perhaps she had been wrong after all 
to resist ihe call of the river. She diuddered once more. 
A couple passed her with hands interlocked, eyes gazing 
into eyes. No, Mfe must hold forik to her something to 
make it worth while. She was cold. She got up and, with 
nervous determination, walked quickly towards the gate. 
The first thing to be done was to get quit of all the 
horrors of the day, to cut away the wreckage. She dared 
not stay at Castle Street. She would be tracked. She 
would have to give evidence. She couldn't do it. She 
couldn't. Victoria, having regained her coolness, was in 
no wise uncertain as to her course of action. The first 
thing to do was for her to lose herself in London, and that 
so deep that none could drag her out and force her to tell 
her story. She must change her lodgings then. Nodiing 
could be easier, as she had already given Miss Briggs no- 
tice. In fact the best thing to do wo\dd be to keep up the 
fiction of her departure for France. 



CHAPTER Xra 

Victoria entered her room. It was in the condition that 
speaks of departure. Her trunks were packed and corded, 
all save a small suitcase which still gaped, showing spaces 
among the simdries that the skilled packer collects in the 
same bundle. Every drawer was open; the bed was un- 
made; the room was littered with newspapers and nonde- 
script articles discarded at the last moment Victoria rang 
her bell and quickly finished packing itfae suitcase vntii 
soap, washing gloves, ix)wder-puffs and suciv \&Jt, V>& 
she turned the key Miss Briggs opecieA. \!cvfc ^^scrt. 

^'Oh, Miss Briggs,'* said Viclotia cvme&j.^^^ ^^^Cs^aX^ 
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must go do\im by an earlier tioun; I must be at dialing 
Cross in an hour; I'm going now." 

''Yes, mum," said Miss Briggs wiUiout interest. ^'Shall 
I tell the greengrocer to come now, mum?" 

"Yes, please, Miss Briggs; here are the seven shillings." 

Mi^ Briggs accepted the money without a word. It 
had formed the basis of a hot argument between her and 
her tenant; she considered herself entitled to one week's 
rent in lieu of notice, but Victoria's new-bom sense of 
business had urged the fact that she had had two days' 
notice; this had saved her three shillings. Miss Briggs 
laboured under a sense of injury, so she did not see Vic- 
toria to the door. 

This was well, for Victoria was able to pay the green- 
grocer and to get rid of him in an artistic manner by 
sending him to post an empty envelope addressed to an 
imaginary person, while she directed tiie cabman to Pad- 
dington; this saved her awkward questions and would 
leave Miss Briggs under the impression that she had gone 
to Charing Cross. 

At Paddington, station she left her luggage in the doak- 
Toom and went out to find lodgings. Her quest was 
short, for she had ceased to be particular, so that within 
an hour she was installed in an imposmg ground floor 
front in the most respectable house in Star Street. The 
district was not so refined as Portsea Place, but the house 
seemed clean and the quarters were certainly cheaper; 
eleven and six covered both them and the usual break- 
fast. 

Victoria surveyed the room in a friendly manner; there 
was nothing attractive or repulsive in it; it was dean; 
the furniture was almost exactly similar to tha/t which 
graced her lodgings in Portsea Place and in Castle Street. 
The landlady seemed a friendly body, and had already 
saved Victoria a drain on her small store by sending her 
son, an out-of-work furrier's hand, to fetch tibe luggage ir 
a handcart. Remonbering that ^e was a fugitive from 
justice she gave her name as Miss Ferris. 

V/ctom jietumed from a hurried tea, impacked with 
content the trunk that should have ioWo^it&Vex Xj^^^tosos^ 
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She was almost exbilarated by the feeling of safety which 
enveloped her like comforting warmth. The day was 
blithe in imison. She felt quite safe, every movement of 
her flight having been so skilfully calcukted; she was 
revelling therefore in her escape from danger, the deepest 
and truest of all joys. 

The next morning, however, found her in the familiar 
mood of wondering what was to become of her. After an 
extremely inferior breakfast, which brought down upon 
the already awed Mrs. Smith well deserved reproaches, 
Victoria investigated Ihe Telegraph columns with the usual 
negative results and, in the residtant add frame of mind, 
went through her accounts and discovered that her posses- 
sions amounted to twelve pounds, ei^t shillings and four 
pence. This was a terrible blow; the outfit for the inter- 
view with Carrel and the trip to France had dug an enor- 
mous hole in Victoria's resources. 

^^I must hurry up and find something," said Victoria to 
herself. "Twelve pounds eigiht and fourpence — say twelve 
weeks — and then?" 

The next morning reconciled her a little to her fate. 
True, the paper yielded no help, but a leng&y account of 
Carrel's preliminary examination occupied three-quarters 
of a column in the police court report. It was ai^)ar- 
ently a complicated case, for Carrel had been remanded 
and bail refused. The report did not yield her much in- 
formation. Apparently Carrel was indicted for other 
counts than the export of the dancing girls to Vichy, 
for nine women had appeared. Victoria had quite a thrill 
of horror when she read the line in w>hich the well-schooled 
reporter dismissed the evidence of Miss "S," by saying 

that "Miss S here gave an account of her experience 

in the green room of the Folichon-Palace in 1902." The 
baldness of the statement was appaling in its suggestive- 
ness. She had been called, apparently, but no comment 
was made on her non-appearance. 

"That's all over," said Victoria with decision, throwing 
the newspaper down. She rose from the armchait^'^ss«5KS«- 
h^sdf and opened the windoYi \» \eX. oxA. '^^ 'ssa^ ^ 
breektaet Then ahe put obl bet \fflX wcA ^w» «» 
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dded to have a walk to dieer faendf vp. Iffindfiil fliat 
she was in a sense a fngitivey she avoided die MaiUe Arcfa 
and made for the park thioog^ the dfsohte Te9)ectalnlity 
of Lancaster Gate. 

She made for the Sooth East, nnconscioasly guided by 
the hieratic shot tower of Westminster. It was early; the 
fredmess of May still bejewdled with dew drops the cri^ 
new grass; the gravd, stained daik by moisture, hardly 
crunched under her feet, but gave like spongy turf. For- 
getting her depleted exchequer Victoria stepped briskly as 
if on buaness bent, looking at nothing, but absorbing as 
through her skin the kisses of the western wind. At Hyde 
Paik Comer she turned into St James's Park, and, pass- 
ing die barracks, received with an dd famiUar thrill a 
covert smfle from the handsome sentry. After all she was 
young, and it was good somehow to be once more smiled 
at by a soldier. Soldiers, soldiers — stiqxd, peihsqps^ but 
could one fadp liking them? Victoria let her Ihou^ts run 
back to Dicky — ^poor old wasted Dicky — and the Cokmel 
and his liver, and Bobby, ^o would never be anything 
but Bobby, and Major Cairns, too. Victoria fdt a tiny 
pang as she thought of the Major. He was hardly yoimg 
or handsome, but strong, reassuring. She suddoily fdt 
his lips on her neck again as she gazed nq[>idly at the dark 
lift on the horizon of the coast of Araby. He was a good 
fellow, tiie Major. She would like to meet him again. 

9ie had readied Westminster Bridge. Her thou^ts 
feU away from the comfortable presence of Major Cainis. 
Hunched up against the parapet sat the old vagrant she 
had seen there before, motionless, his rags lifting in the 
breeze, puffs of smoke coming at long intervals from his 
short day pipe. Victoria shuddered; it seemed as if her 
life were bound to a wheel, whidi brou^t her back inex- 
orably to the same spot until the time came for her to lose 
there energy and life itsdf . She turned quickly towards 
the Embankment, and, as she rounded the curve, cau^t a 
glimpse of the old vagrant The symbol of time had not 
moved. 

Another twenty minutes of quidL walking had brou^t 
Jieir to the dty. She was no longer ieaxioi cA \\.\ VcL^^fie^^ 
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she almost enjoyed its surge and roar. Log that she was, 
tossed on a stcHiny sea, she could not help feeHng the joy 
of life in its buffeting. Not even tihe dullness and etemd 
length of Queen Victoria Street, which seems in the city, 
like Gower Street, indefinite and interminable, robbed her 
of the curious exultation which she fdt whenever she en- 
tered the precincts. Here at least was life and doing; ugly 
doing, perhaps, but things worthy of the name of action. 
At Mansi<xi House she stopped for a moment to look at 
the turmoil: drays, motorbuses, cabs, cycles, entangled 
end threatening everywhere the little running black mites 
of humanity. 

As Victoria passed the bank and walked up Princes 
Street she felt hungry, for it was nearly one o'clock. She 
turned up a lane and stopped before a small shop, which 
arrested her attention by its name above the door. It was 
called "The Rosebud Caf6," every letter of its name being 
made up of tiny roses; all the woodwork was painted 
white; tiie door was glazed and faced with pink curtains; 
pink half blinds lined the two small windows, nothing ap- 
pearing through them except, right and left, two tall palms. 
"The Rosebud" had a freshness and newness that pleased 
her; and, as it boldly announced luncheons and teas, she 
pushed the white door open and entered. The room was 
larger than the outside gave reason to think, for it was all 
in depth. It was pretty in a style suggesting a combination 
of Watteau, Dresden Oiina, and the top of a biscuit tin. 
All the woodwork was white, relieved here and there by 
pink drapery and cunningly selected water colours of more 
or less the same tint. From the roof, at dose intervals, 
hung little baskets of paper roses. The back part of the 
room was glazed over, which diowed that it lay below the 
well of a tall building. Symmetrically ranged were little 
tables, some large enough for four persons, mostly, how- 
ever, meant for two, but Victoria noticed that they were 
all untenaoted; in fact, the room was empty, save for a 
woman who, on her hands and knees, was loudly washing 
the upper steps of a staircase leading into a ceUa?:^ ^esA 
for a tall girl who stood on a laddet ^.\. \5cifc \ax ^2oA. ^^► "^s^r 
rcxmi criiically surveying a pidMie ^"^ \k3aAt V^sX. v^ '^^' 
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Victoria hesitsuted for a moment. The girl on the ladder 
looked round and jumped dovm. She was dressed in 
severe black out of which her long white face, mantling 
pink at the cheeks, emerged like a flower; indeed, Victoria 
wondered whether she had been selected as an attendant 
because she was in harmony with the colour scheme of the 
shop. The girl was quite charming out of sheer insignifi- 
cance; her fair hair imtidily crowned her with a halo 
marred by flying wisps. Her little pink mouth, perpet- 
ually open and pouting querulous over three white upper 
teeth, diowed annoyance at being disturbed. 

"We aren't open," she said with much decision. It 
was clearly quite bad enough to have to look forward to 
work on the morrow without anticipating the evil. 

"Oh," said Victoria, "I'm sorry, I didn't know." 

"We open on Monday," said the fair girl. "Sharp." 

"Yes?" answered Victoria, vaguely interested as one is 
in things newly bom. "This ds a pretty place, isn't it?" 

A flicker of animation. The fair girl's blue eyes opened 
wider. "Rather," she said. "I did the water colours," 
she explained with pride. 

"How clever of you I" exclaimed Victoria. "I couldn't 
draw to save my life." 

"Coloured them up, I mean," the girl apologised grudg- 
ingly. "It was a long job, I can tell you." 

Victoria smiled. "Well," she said, "I must come back 
on Monday and see it finished if I'm in the city." 

"Oh, aren't you in the dty?" asked the girl. "West 
End?" 

"No, not exactly West End," said Victoria. "I'm not 
doing anything just now." 

The fair girl gave her a glance of faint suspicion. 

"Oh, aye, I see," she said slowly, thoughtfully consider- 
ing the rather full lines of Victoria's figure. 

Victoria had not the lightest idea of what she saw. 
"I'm looking out for a berth," she remarked casually. 

"Oh, are you?" said the ^rl with renewed animation. 
"What's your line?" 

^^Anytbing, " said Victoria. She looked round the pink 
and white shop. A feeling of weaxines&liadL ^idAssciL^} cxscsMt 
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over ber. The woman at the top of the steps had backed 
away a little, and was rhythmically swishing a wet doth 
on the linoleum. Under her untidy hair her neck gleamed 
red and fleshy, touched here and*there with beads of per- 
^iration. Victoria took her on as unconsciously as she 
would an ox patiently straining at the yoke. To and fro 
the woman's body rocked, like a mad^ine wound up to 
work imtil its parts drop out worn and useless. 

"Ever done any waiting?" The voice of the ^rl almost 
made Victoria jump. She saw herself being critically in- 
spected. 

"No, never," she faltered. "That's to say, I would, if 
I got a billet." 

"Mm," said the girl, eyeing her over. "Mm." 

Victoria's heart beat unreasonably. "Do you know 
where I can get a job?" she asked. 

"Well," said the girl very deliberately, "the fact of 
the matter is, that we're short here. We had a letter this 
morning. One of our girls left home yesterday. Says 
she can't come. Thqr don't know where she is." 

"Yes," said Victoria, too excited to speculate as to the 
implied tragedy. 

"If you like, you can see the manager," said the girl. 
"He's down there." She pointed to the cellar. 

"Thank you so much," said Victoria, "it's awfully kind 
of you." The fair girl walked to the banisters. "Mr. 
Stein," she cried shrilly into the darkness. 

There was a rumble, a sound like the upsetting of a 
chair, footsteps on the stairs. A head appeared on a levd 
with the floor. 

"Vat is it?" growled a voice. 

"New girl; wants to be taken on." 

"Vdl, take her on," growled the voice. "You are ze 
'ead vaitress, gn, you are responsible." 

Victoria had just time to see the head, perfectly round, 
short-haired, white-faced, cloven by a tumed-up black 
moustadie, when it vanished once more. The Germanic 
"gn" ait the end of the first sentence puzzled her. 

"Sulky beast," murmured the ©tV ^''teft^s^^^^M^^ 
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settled You know the wages, (km't you? 'EA^t bob a 
week and your lunch and tea." 

"Eight . . ." ga^)ed Victoria. "But I can't live on 
that" 

"My, you are a green 'un," smiled the girl. "T?Wth a 
face like that you'll make twenty-five bob in tips by the 
time we've been on for a month." She looked again at 
Victoria not unkindly. 

"Tips," said Victoria reflectivdy. Awfid. But after 
all, what did it matter. 

"All right," she said, "put me down." 

The girl took her name and address. "Half-past d^t 
sharp on Monday," she said, " 'cos it's q)eDing day. 
Usual time half-past nine, off at four two days a week. 
Other days seven. Nine o'clock mid and end." 

Victoria stared a little. This was a business woman. 

"Sorry," said the ^rl, "must leave you. Got a lot more 
to do to-day. My name's Laura. Itll have to be Lottie 
though. Nothing like Lottie to make fellows remember 
you." 

"Remember you?" asked Victoria, puzzled. 

"Lord, yes, how you godng to make your station if they 
don't remember you?" said Lottie snappishly. "You'H 
learn right enough. You let 'em call you Vic. Tdl 'em to. 
You'll be all right. And get yourself a black business 
dress. We supply pink caps and aprons; charge you 
sixpence a week for washing. You get a black openwork 
blouse, mind you, with short sleeves. Nothing like it to 
make your station." 

"What's a station?" asked Victoria, more bewildered 
than ever. 

"My, you are a green 'unl A station's your tables. 
Five you get. We'll cut 'em down when they begui to 
come in. What you've got to do is to pal up with the 
fellows; then they'll stick to you, see? Regulars is what 
you want. The sort that give no trouble 'cos you know 
their orders rigjht off and leave thdr twopence like dock* 
work, see? But never you mind: you'll learn." There- 
i^poa Lottie tactfully pushed Victoria toward the door. 
P^i^rm stq:)ped past Hit deaner, nAlo vvas licrvi '<R^^ic£cc^ 
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the entrance. Nothing cotdd be seen of her save her 
back heaving a littie in a filthy blue bodice and her hands^ 
large, red, ribbed with flowing rivulets of black dirt and 
water. As her left hand swung to and fro, Victoria saw 
upon the middle finger the golden strange of a wedding 
ring deep in the red cavity of the swollen flesh. 

CHAPTER XIV 

"You come<back with me, Vic, don't you?" 

"You silly," said Victoria, witiieringly, "I don't go off 
to-day, Gertie, worse luck." 

"Worse luck! I don't thmk," cried Gertie. "Ill swap 
with you, if you like. As if yer didn't know it's settling 
day. Why, tiiere's two and a kick in it! " 

"Shut it," remarked a fat, dark girl, placidly helping 
herself to potatoes, "some people make a sigiht too mu(£ 
out of settling day." 

"Perhaps yerll tdl me wot yer mean. Miss Prod^tt," 
snarled Gertie, her brown eyes flashing, her cockney accent 
attaining a heroic pitch. 

"What I say," remarked Miss Prodgitt, with flie patron- 
ising air that usually acoompfanies this enli^taiing answer. 

"Ho, indeed," snapped Gertie, "then p'raps yer'll keq> 
wot yer've got ter sye to yersd. Miss Prodgjtt." 

The fat girl opened her mouth, then, changing her 
mind, turned to Victoria, and informed her that the 
weather was very cold for the time of the year. 

"That'll do, Gertie," remarked Lottie, "you leave Bdla 
alone and hook it." 

Gertie glowered for a moment, wasted another look of 
scorn on her opponent and flounced out of the room into 
a cupboard-like dark place, whence issued sounds like the 
growl of an angry cat Something had obviously hap- 
pened to her hat. 

Victoria looked round aimlessly. She had no appetite; 
for half-past three, the bart>arous limch hour of the Rose- 
bud girls, seemed calculated to limit tiie food bill. B^ 
her side Bella was conscientioudy ^Xsscrfcfov^^^ ^^\a^J»^ 
^hat ber daintier companions )xdA \e5X, ON«t Vkskv ^^^S::e^^s>. 
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stew. Lottie was deeply engrossed in a oopy of Lmdan 
Opinion, left behind by a customer. Victoria surveyed the 
room, almost absolutely bare save in the essentials of 
chairs and tables. It was not imsightly, excepting the 
fact that it was probably swept now and tiien, but never 
cleaned out. Upon the wall opposite was stuck a penny 
souvenir, which proclaimed the fact that the Emperor of 
Patagonia had lundied at the Guildhall Bv its side hung 
a large looking-glass co-operatively purchased by the staff. 
Anotiber wall was occupied by pegs on which hung sundry 
dust coats and feather boas, mosUy smart. Gertie, in the 
comer, was still fumbling in the place known as "Heath's" 
because it represented the "Hatterie." It was a silent 
party enough, this; even the two other girls on duty 
downstairs would not have increased the animation mudi. 
Victoria sat back in her chair, and, glandng at the little 
watch she carried on her wrist in a leather strap, saw she 
still had ten minutes to think. 

Victoria watched Gertie, who had come out of "Heath's" 
and was poising her hat before the glass. She was a neat 
little thing, round everywhere, trim in the figure, standmg 
well on her toes; her brown hair and eyes, pursed up little 
mouth, small, sharp nose, all spoke of bri^ess and self- 
confidence. 

"Quarter to four, doin' a bunk," she remarked geneiially 
over her shoulder. 

"Mind Butty doesn't catch you," said Victoria. 

"Oh, he's all ri^," said Gertie, "we're pals." 

Fat Bella, chewing the cud at the table, shot a malevo^ 
lent glance at her. Gertie took no notice of her, tied on 
her veil with a snap, and collected her steel purse, parasol, 
and long white cotton gloves. 

"Bye, everybody," she said, "be good. Bye, Miss Prod- 
gitt; wish yer luck with yer perliceman, but you take my 
tipi all what glitters isn't coppers." 

Before Miss Prodgitt could find a retort to this ruthless 
exposure of her idyll, Gertie had vanished down Hie 
stairs. Lottie dreandly turned to the last page of London 
Opfmon and vainly attanpted to sound ^t middle of 1:^ 
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back; ^e was dearly disturbed by die advertisement of a 
patent medicine. Victoria watched her amusedly. 

They were not bad sorts, any of them. Lottie, in her 
sharp way, had been a kindly guide in the early days, 
explained the meaning of "cie^," shown her how to 
distinguish the inflexion on the word '^bill," that tells 
whether a customer wants the bill of fare or the bill of 
costs, imparted, too, the wonderful mnemonics which en- 
able a waitress to sort four simultaneous orders. Gertie, 
the only frankly common member of the staff, barked 
ever but bit never. As for Bella, poor soul, she represented 
neutrality. The thread of her life was woven; die would 
marry her policeman when he got his stripe, and bear him 
dull company to the grave. Gertie would no doubt look 
after herself. Not being likely to marry, she mi^t keep 
straight and end as a manageress, probably save nothing 
and end in the workhouse, or go wrong and live somdiow, 
and then die as quicMy as a robin passing from the sun- 
shine to the darkness. Lottie was a greater |>roblem; in 
her intelligence lay danger; she had imagination, which in 
girls of her class is a perilous possession. Her enthusiasm 
might take her anywhere, but very much more likdy to 
misery than to happiness. However, as she was visibly 
weak-chested, Victoria took comfort in the thought that 
the air of the underground smoking-room would some day 
settle her troubles. 

Victoria did not follow up her own line of life because 
as for ail young things, there was no end for her — ^nothing 
but mist ahead, with a rosy tinge in it. Sufficient was it 
that she was in receipt of a foirly regular inomie, not 
exactly overworked, neither happy nor miserable. Apart 
from the two hours rush in the middle of the day, there 
was nothing to worry her. After two months she had 
worked up a fair connection; she could not rival tiie ex- 
perienced Lottie, nor even Gertie whose forward little 
ways always "caught on," but she kept up an average of 
some fourteen shillings a week in tips. Thus she scored 
over Gladys and Cora, whose looks and manners were mt- 
impressive, lymphatic Bella h&ss%y oi ccwcRfc^ ^\3&.^iassfc^ 
by everybody. Twenty-one and ^ ^ '^«8R.'^ws^TLCR^^s*^ 
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modi for Vktoria, itbose ideas of dothes nere fnbdly 
tqjper middle dass; good, and not too dieop. StiD, die 
was enou^ of faer (Seiss to live wiAin her income^ and 
even add a shilling now smd then to her Htde hoard. 

A door opened downstairs. 'Toor o'dodi! Come 
down! Vic! Bella! Lottie! Vat are yon doing? gn?" 

Bdla jumped iq) in terror, her fat died^s quiv ering like 
jefly. ^'Coming, Mr. Stan, coming,^ ^be cried, making 
for the stairs. Victoria fcflowed nxxe do^viy. Lottie^ 
secure in her privfl^es as head waitress^ did not move 
until she heard the door bdow slam behind them. 

Victoria lazily made for her tables. They were miocai- 
pied save by a youth of the junicx* derk type. 

''Small tea toasted scone, Miss," said the monardi with 
an approving look at Victoria's eyes. As she turned to 
execute his order he tiirew himself back in the bamboo 
armchair. He jdned Ins ten finger tips, and, crossing his 
legs, negligently diq)layed a purple so^ He retamed this 
attitude until the retiun of Victoria. 

"Kyou," she said, de^x)siting his cup before him. She 
had unconsciously acquired this incomprehensible habit 
of waitresses. 

The young man availed faknself of the wait for the scone 
to inform Victoria that it was a cold day. 

^'We don't notice it here," she said gradously enoa^ 

''Hot place, di," said the customer wi& a mok. 

Victoria smiled. In the early days she would have snub- 
bed him, but she had heard the remark before and had a 
stereotyped answer ready which, with a new customer, 
invariably earned her a reputation for wit. 

"Oh, the hotter the fewer." She smiled negligaidy, 
moving away towards the counter. When she returned 
with the scone, the youth held out his hand for the plate, 
and, takmg it, touched the side of hers with his finger tips. 
She gave him a faint smile and sat down a couple of yards 
away on a chair marked "Attendant." 

Tlie youth congratulated her upon the prettiness of the 
place. Victoria helped him through his scone by agreeing 
m/A bim generally. She completed her conquest by light- 
4y touching bis shoulder as she gave \miv \a^ ^<b^ 
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'Tenny?" asked BeUa, as the youth gone, Victoria slip- 
ped her fingers under the cup. 

"Gent," replied Victoria, displaying three coppers, 

Bella sighed. "You've got all the luck, don't often get 
a twopenny; never had a gent in my life." 

"I don't wonder you dcwn't," said Cora from the other 
side of the room, "looking as pleasant as if you were being 
photographed. You got to give the boys some gxwt." 

Bella sighed. "It's all very well, Cora, I'm an ugly 
one, thait's what it is." 

"Get out; I'm not a bloonung daisy. Try washing your 
hair . . ." 

"It's wrong," interposed Bella ponderously. 

"(Si, shut it, Miss Prod^tt, I've no patience with you." 

Cora walked away to the counter where Gladys was 
brewing tea. There was a singular similarity between 
these two; both were short and plump; bol^ used fa^ma 
to bring tiieir hair up to a certain hue of redness; both 
had complexions obviously too dark for the copper of 
their locks, belied as it was already by thedr brown eyes. 
Indeed, tiheir resemblance frequenfly created trouble, for 
each maintamed that the other ruined her trade by making 
her face cheap. 

"Can't help it if you've got a cheap face," was the 
invariable answer from either. "You go home and come 
back when the rhubarb's out," usually served as a retort. 

The July afternoon oozed away. It was cool; now and 
then an effluvium of tea came to Victoria, mingled with 
the scent of toast. Now and then, too, tihe rumble of a 
dray or the clatter of a hansom filtered into the didlness. 
Victoria almost slept. 

The inner door opened. A tall, stout, elderly man en- 
tered, throwing a savage glance roimd the shop. There 
was a little stir among the girls. Bella's rigidity increased 
tenfold. Cora and Gladys suddenly stopped talking. 
Alone Victoria and Lottie seemed imconcemed at the en- 
trance of Butty, for "Butty" it was. 

"Butty," otherwise Mr. Burton, the diairmasv^i"'%>ss5fcr 
bud, Ltd.," continued to glare liveaXxvcaJX^ . ^^ ^«:5c^^^ 
Uue suit of a crude tint, a dieck \j\ajc2t «sA ^^^wXfc ^^^^'i^^^' 
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coat, fl soft frcmted l^oiwn shirt and, set in a shilling pcfj[i&si 
tie, a large black pearl. Under a grey bowler set far 
back on his head lus fordiead sloped away to his wi^y 
greying hair. His nose was large and veined, his che^ 
pendulous and toudied with rosacia; his hanging underiip 
revealed yellow teeth. The heavy dullness of his face was 
somewhat relieved by his little blue eyes, piercing and 
q)arkling like those of a snake. His face was that of a 
man who is looking for faults to correct. 

Mr. Burton strode through the shc^ to the counter 
where Cora and Gladys at once assumed an air of recti- 
tude while he examined the cash register. Then, -witiiout 
a word, he returned towards the doorway, sweeping Lot- 
tie's tables with a discontented glance, and came to a 
stop before one of Bella's tables. 

"What's this? what the devil do you mean by this?'* 
thimdered Butty, pointing to a soiled plate and ciq>. 

"Oh, sir, I'm sorry, I . . . " gasped Bella, "I . . ." 

"Now look here, my girl," hissed Butty, savagely, "don't 
you give me any of your lip. If I ever find anything on a 
table of yours thirty seconds after a customer's gone, it's 
the sack. Take it from me." 

He walked to the steps and descended into the smoking- 
room. Cora and Gladys went into fits of silent mirth, 
pointing at poor Bella. Lottie, unconcerned as ever, vainly 
tried to extract interest from the shop copy of "What's 
On." 

"Victoria," came Butty's voice from bdow. "Where's 
Mr. Stein? Come down." 

"He's washing, sir," said Victoria, bending over the 
banisters. 

"Oh, washing, is he? First time I've caught him at it," 
came tiie answer with vicious jocularity. "Here's a nice 
state of things; come down." 

Victoria went down the steps. 

"Now then, why aren't these salt cdlars put aiway? 
It's your job before you come up." 

"If you please, sir, it's settling day," said Victoria 
quietly, '*we open this ro(»n again at ^." 
''Ob, yes, s^pose you're ris^bt. 1 AatfX \&aifife ^^ 
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Never have to/' said Butty ^dgingly, then ingratiat- 
ingly. 

"No, sir," said Victoria. 

"No, you're not like the others," said Butty, negligently 
coming dosa* to her. 

Victoria smiled respectfully, but edged a little away. 
Butty eyed her narrowly, his lips smfling and a little 
moist. Then his hand suddenly shot out and seized her 
by the arm, high up, just imder the short sleeve. 

"You're a nice girl," he said, looking into her eyes. 

Victoria said nothing, but tried to free herself. She 
tried harder as she felt on her forearm the moist wannth 
of the ball of Butty's thumb softly caressing it. 

"Let me go, sir," she whispered, "they can see you 
througjh the banisters." 

"Never you mind, Vic," said Butty, drawing her to- 
wards him. 

Victoria slipped from his grasp, ran to the stairs, but 
remembered to dimb Ihem in a natural and Idsurdy 
manner. 

"Cool, very cool," said Butty, approvingly, "fine girl, 
fine girl." He passed his tongue over his lips, which had 
suddenly gone (fry. 

When Victoria returned to her seat Lottie bad not 
moved; Bella sat deep in her own de^>air, but, bdiind ^e 
counter, G)ra and Gladys were fixing two stem pairs of 
eyes upon the favourite. 

CHAPTER XV 

"Yes, sir, yes sir; I've got your order," cried Victoria 
to a middle-aged man, whose fece reddened with every 
minute of waiting. "Steak, sir? Yes, sir, that'll be d^t 
minutes. And sautfes, yes sir. Gladys, send Dicky up to 
four. What was yours, ar? Wing twopence extra. No 
bread? Oh, sorry, sir, thought you said Worcester." 

Victoria dashed away to the counter. This was the 
busy hour. In her brain a hurtle of foodstuffs and ccicisSL- 
ments automatacally sorted itself OM\.. __a 

"Now (ttea, buny up with ttoX. dwopl^ ^^ ^sssq^^I^^^ 
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Umisthig her head ahnost Arough the kkdien "wfaidow. 

" 'Oo are you?" growled the cook over her shotdder. 
"Empress of Germany? I don^t think.** 

"Oh, shut it, Maria, hand it over; now &en, Cora, 
where you pushing to?" Victoria edged Cora bac^ from 
the window, seized the chop and rushed back to her 
tables. 

The bustle increased; it was close on one o'clock, an 
hour when the slaves drop their oars, and for a while leave 
the thwarts of many groans. The Rosebud had n^uiy 
filled up. Almost every table was occupied by young 
men, most of them reading a paper propped up against a 
cruet, some a Temple Classic, its pages kept open by &e 
wd^t of the plate edge. A steady hum of talk came 
from those who did not read, and, mingled with the clat- 
ter of knives and forks, produced that atmo^ere of mon- 
grel sound that floats into the ears like a restless wave. 

Victoria stepped briskly between the tables, collecting 
orders, deftly making out bill after bill, smoothing tem- 
pers ruffled here and there by a wrongful attribution of 
food. 

"Yes, sir, cutlets. No veg? Cauli? Yes, sir." 

She almost ran up and down as half-past one struck 
and the young men asked for coffees, small coffees, sirrall 
blacks, china teas. From time to time she could breathe 
and linger for some seconds by a youth who audaciously 
played with the pencil and foil suspended from her waist 
Or she exdianged a pleasantry. 

"Now then, Nevy, none of your larks." Victoria turned 
rotmd sharply and caught a hand engaged in forcing a 
piece of sugar into her belt. 

Nevy, oSierwise Neville Brown, laughed and held her 
hand Ae space of a second. "I love my love wifli a 
V . • ." he began, looking up at her, his blue eyes shin- 

mg. 
"Chuck it or 111 tell your mother," said Victoria, smD- 

hig, too. She withdrew her band and turned away. 

"Ob, I say, Vic, don't go, wait a bit," cried NeviHe, 
'jT want, now what did I want?" 
"^Sure I (km't know/' said VicUnla) ^^vou xve^tst ^g^ 
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what you vmnted. Want me to make up your mind for 
you?" 

"Do, Vic, let our minds be one," said Neville. 

Victoria looked at him approvingly. Neville Bromi 
deserved the nickname of "Beauty," which had dung to 
hiim since he left school. Brown wavy hair, features so 
deaa cut as to appear almost effeminate, a broad, pointed 
jaw, all combined to make him the schoolgirl's dream. Set 
off by his fair and slightly sunburnt face, his blue eyes 
sparkled with mischief. 

"Well, then, special and cream. Sixpence and serve 
you rigjht." 

She laughed and stepped briskly away to the coimter. 

"You're in luck. Beauty," said his nd^bour with a 
sardonic air. 

"Oh, it's no go, James," replied Brown, "straight as 
they make them." 

"Don't say she's not. But if I weren't a married man, 
I'd go for her baldheaded." 

"Guess you would, Jimmy," said Beauty, laughing, 
"but you'd be wasting your time. You wouldn't get any- 
thing out of her." 

"Don't you be too sure," said Jimmy meaningly. He 
passed his hand reflectivdy over his shaven lips. 

"Wdl, wdl," said Brown, "p'r'aps I'm not an Apollo 
like you, Jimmy." 

Jimmy smiled complacently. He was a tall dim youth, 
well groomed about the head, doggy about the collar and 
tie, neatly dressed in Scotch tweed. His steady grey eyes 
and firm mouth, a little set and rigid, the impeccability of 
all about him, had stamped business upon his face as 
upon his clothes. 

"Oh, I can't queer your pitch, Beauty," he said a little 
grimly. "I know you, you low dog." 

Beauty laughed at the epithet. "You've got no poetry 
about you, you North Country diaps, when a girl's as 
lovely as Victoria " 

"As lovely as Victoria," he repeated a lll^ifeVsa^^^ 
Victoria laid the cup of coffee beioce Imia. 
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'1 know oil about diat," said Viotoria oooily, ^^you 
don't come it over me like that, Nevy." 

"Cruel, cruel girl," a^ed Neville. "Ah, if you only 
knew what I feel " 

Victoria put her hand on the tablecloth and, f<M: a 
moment, looked down into Neville's blue eyes. 

"You oughtn't to be allowed out," ^e pronounced, "you 
aren't safe." 

Jimmy got 19 as if he had been sitting on a suddenly 
released spring. 

"Spoon away, both of you," he said smoothly, "I'm go- 
ing over to Parsons' to buy a racquet Coming, Beauty? 
No, thou^t as much. Ta-ta, Vic. Excuse me. St^ik 
and kidney pie is tenpence, not a shilling. Cbe&c oh! 
Beauty." 

"He's a rum one," said Victoria, reflectively, as Jimmy 
passed the cash desk. 

"Jimmy? Oh, he's aU ri^t," said Neville, "but look 
here, Vic, I want to speak to you. Let's go on the bust 
to-night. Dinner at the New Gaiety and the theatre. 
What d'you think?" 

Victoria looked at him for a second. 

"You are a cure, Nevy," she said. 

"Then that's a bargain?" said Brown, eagerly snaiq>ing 
up her non-refusai. "Meet me at Strand Tube Station 
half-past seven. You're off to-night, I know." 

"Oh, you know, do you?" said Victoria, smiling. "Been 
pumping Bella, I suppose, like the rest. She's a green one, 
that giri." 

Neville looked up at her appealingly. "Never mind 
how I know," he said, "say you'll come, well have a r^ 
ping time." 

"Well, p'r'aps I will and p'r'aps I won't," said Victoria. 
"Your bill, sir? Yessir." 

Victoria went to the next table. While she wrote she 

exchanged cfaaff with the customers. One had not raised 

his eyes from his book; one stood waiting for his bill; tiie 

other two, creatures about to be men, radsed languid eyes 

from thdr coffee cups. One neg^gently puffed a jet of 

^chbacoo smoke vpmucds towards Victotiflu 
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"Rotten," she said briefly, "I see you didn't buy those 
up West." 

"That's what you think, Vic," said the youth; "fact is, 
I got them in the Burlingtcm. Have one?" 

"No thanks. Don't want to be run in." 

"Have a match then." Hie young man held up a two- 
inch vesta. "What price that, eh? Pinched 'em from 
the Troc' last night." 

"You are a toff, Bertie," said Victoria with imction. 
"Ill have it as a keepsake." She took it and stuck it in 
her belt. 

Bertie leaned over to his nei^boiu*. "It's a mash," he 
said confidently. 

"Take her to Kew," said iiis friend, "next stop 
Brighton." 

"Can't run to it, old cock," said the youtlh. "However, 
we shall see." 

"Vic, Vic," whiq)ered Neville. But Victoria had passed 
him quickly and was answering Mr. Stein. 

"Vat you mean by it," he growled, "making de gentle- 
man vait for his ticket, gn?" 

"Beg your pardon, Mr. Stein, I did nothing of the kind. 
The gentleman was making me wait while 'he talked to his 
frieid." 

Victoria could now lie coolly and well. Stein looked 
at her savagely and slowly walked away along the gang- 
way between the tables, glowering from right to left, look- 
ing managerially for possible complaints. 

Victoria turned back from the coimter. There, behind 
tiie coffee urn where Cora presided, stood Burton, in his 
blue suit, tiny beads of perspiration appearing on his fore- 
head. His little blue eyes fixed themselves upon her like 
drills seeking in her being the line of least resistance where 
he could deliver his atta^. She almost fled, as if she had 
seen a snake, every facet of her manory causing the touch 
of his hot warm hand to materialise. 

"Vic," said Neville's voice softly, as die passed, "is it 
yes?" 

She looked down at the handsotoib Idxjb. 

''Yes, Beauty Boy," she wloispewaL, «cA ^waSw^ -^jiwa 
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CHAPTER XVI 

"Silly ass," remarked Victoria angrily. She threw 
Edward's letter on the table. Unconsdoudy she spcke 
the ^'Rosebud" language, for contact had bad its effect 
upon her; she no longer awoke with a start to Ihe fact 
that she was spealdng an alien tongue, a tongue she would 
once have despised. 

Edward had expressed his interest in her welfare in a 
letter of four pages covered with his thin writing, every 
letter of which was legible and sloped at the proper angle. 
He "considered it exceedingly undesirable for her to adbpt 
a profession such as that of waitress." It was comforting 
to know that "he was relieved to .see that Ae had 
the common decaicy to change her name, and he 
trusted. . . ." Here Victoria had stopped. 

"I can't bear it," she said. "I can't, can't, can't. Two- 
penny little schoolmaster lecturing me, me who've got 
to earn every penny I get by fighting for it in tiie dkt, 
so to say." Every one of Edward's features came up 
before her eyes, his straggling fair hair, his bloodless face, 
his fumbling, ineffective hands. TMs pedagogue who had 
stepped from scholardom to teacherdom dared to blame 
or eulogise the steps she took to earn her living, to be 
free to live or die as she chose. It was prepostax)US. 
What did he know of life? 

Victoria seized a pen and feverishly scribbled on a 
crunq>led sheet of paper. 

"My dear Edward, — ^Wbat I do's my business. I've got 
to live and I can't dioose. And you can be sure that so 
long as I can keep myself I sha'n't come to you for hdp 
or advice. Perhaps you don't know what freedom is, 
never having had any. But I do and I'm going to keep it 
even if it costs me the approval of you people who sit at 
home comfortably and judge people like me who want to 
be strong and free. But what's the good of talking about 
fjieeck)m to you. — Your affectionate ^star. 
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Sbe addressed tlie envdope and ran out hatless to post 
it at the pillar box in Edgware Road. As she crossed the 
load homewards a horse bus rumbled by. It carried an 
enormous advertisement of the new musical comedy. The 
Teapot Girl. "A fine comedy, indeed," she thought, sud- 
denly a little weary. 

As she entered her room, where a small oil lamp diffused 
a sphere of graduated light, she was seized as by the 
throat by the oppression of the silait stmimer night. The 
wind had fallen; not even a whirl of dust stirred in the 
air. Alone and far away a piano organ in a square droned 
and clanked Italian melody. She thou^t of Edward and 
of her letter. Perhaps she had been too sharp. Once 
upon a time she would not have written like that: ^e was 
getting common. 

Victoria sat down on a little chair, her hands dasped 
together in her lap, her eyes looking out at the blank wall 
c^Dposite. This, nine o'dock, was the fatal hour when the 
ghosts of her dead past paced like oaged beasts tip and 
down in her small room, and the wraith of the day's work 
rattled its chains. There had been earlier times when, 
m tiie first flush of independence, she had sat down to 
gloat over what was almost a success, her liberty, her liv- 
ing earned by her own efforts. Hie rosmess of freedom 
then wrapped aroimd the dinge witii wreaths of fancy^ 
wreaths "diat curled incessantly into harmonious shapes. 
But Victoria had soon plumbed the depths of speculation 
and found that the fire of imagination needs shadowy fuel 
for its shadowy combustion. Day by day her brain had 
become less lissome. Then, instead of blinking for the 
joy of thougjht, she had read some fourpenny-halfpainy 
novd, a paper even, picked up in the Tube. Her mind was 
ivaking up, visualising, realising, and in its troublous surg- 
ings made for something to ding to to steady itself. But 
months rolled on and on, inharmonious in their sameness, 
unrelieved by anything from the monotony of work and 
sleep. Certain facts meant certain things and recurred 
eternally with thdr unchanging meaning; the knods. ^ks^ 
awoke her, a knock so individMal «s^^SMiki\\aai '^^^^^^^^^^^ 
steepy brain was consdous on Siaoaiflaj^ ^BcaX ^^TiftR^^cffi^. 
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respond; the smdl of food 'which b^an to assafl her 
faintly as she entered the "Rosebud," then grew to pung- 
ency and reek at midday, blended -with tobacco, thai 
slowly ebbed almost into notMngness: the dying day that 
was grateful to her eyes when ^e left to go home, when 
(things looked kindly round her. 

Wien Victoria realised all of a sudden her loneliness 
in her island in Star Street, something like fhe fear of 
the hunted had driven her out into the streets. She was 
afraid to be alone, for not even books could save her from 
her thouglhts, those hoimds in full cry. In such moods ^e 
had walked the streets quickly, looking at nothing, maan- 
taining her pace over hills. Now and then she had sud- 
denly landed on a slum, caught sight of, all beery and 
bloody, through £he diink of a black lane. But she 
shunned the flares, the wet pavement, the orange ped that 
squelched beneath her boots, afraid of the sight of too 
vigorous life. Unconsciously she had sought the drug of 
weariness, and the cunning bred of her dipsomania told 
her that the living were poor companions for her soul. 
And, when at times a man had followed her, his eye ar- 
rested by the lines of her face lit up by a gas lamp, he 
imd soon tired of her quick walk and turned away towards 
weaker vessels. 

But even weariness, when abused, loses its power as a 
sedative. The body, at once hardened and satiated, de- 
mands more every day as it craves for increasing doses 
of morphia, for more food, more drink, more kisses, more, 
ever more. Thus Victoria had readied her last stage when, 
sitting alone in her room, she once more faced the empti- 
ness where the ^osts of her dead past paced like caged 
beasts and the wraith of the day's work rattled its chains. 

From this, now a state of mental instead of physical 
exhaustion, she was seldom roused; and it needed an 
Edward come to judgment to stir her sleepy brain into 
quick passion. Again and again the events of the day 
would chase roimd and round maddeningly with every one 
of their little details sharp as crystals. Victoria could al- 
inost mechanically repeal some conversations, all tiifiing, 
samlar, cooJSned to half a dozen logics; &e cjdmXi^^mSl^Vx^^ 
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but casually as an odalisque, the bot wave of desire vibidi 
surrounded her all day, evidenced by eyes that glittered, 
fastened or her hands as she served, on her face, tibe curve 
of her neck, her breast, her hips; eyes that devoured and 
divested her of her meretricious livery. And, worse, per- 
haps, than that big primitive surge which left her cold 
but imangered, the futility of others who bandied with her 
the daily threadbare joke, who wearied her mind with 
questions as to food, compelled her to qrmpathise with the 
vagaries of the weather or were arch, flirtatious and 
dragged out of her tired mind the necessary response. 
Even Butty and the moist warmth of him, even Stein with 
his flacdd suriy face, were better in their grossness than 
these vapid youths, tiioughtless, mcapable of thought, in- 
capable of imagining thou^t, who set her down as an 
inferior, as a toy for games that were not even those of 
men. 

"Beauty" had been a disappointment. She had met him 
two or three times since 'their first evening out. That 
night Neville, who was a young man of the world, had 
pressed his suit so ddicatdy, preserving in so cat-like a 
manner his lines of retreat, that she had not been able to 
snub him when inclined to. He had a small private in- 
come and knew how to make the best of his good looks 
by means of gentle manners and smart dothes. In the 
insurance office where he was one of those derks who have 
latdy evolved from Ae junior stage, he was nothing in 
particular and earned ten poimds a month. He had fur- 
nished two rooms on the Chelsea edge of Kensington, be- 
longed to an inexpensive dub in St. James's, had been 
twice to Brussds and once to Paris; he smoked Turkish 
cigarettes, deeming Virgima common; he subscribed to a 
library in connection with Mudie's, and knew enough of 
the middle dasses to exaggerate his impression of diem 
into the smart set. Perhaps he tried a litde too much to 
be a gentleman. 

Neville Brown was strongly attracted to Victoria. He 
had vainly tried to draw her out, and scented the Ik. vok 
her carefully concocted story. He Vav^ew casso^&i \ri» ^^ 
&at fie was at heart one oi those \wsmR3CL\ie xosx'^^'^ 
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dety/' perliaps a little better. Thus she puzded hhn ex- 
tremely , for she was not even facQe; he could hold her 
hand; ^e had not refused him kisses, but he was afraid 
to secure his grip on her as a man carrying a butterfly 
stirs not a finger for fear it should escape. 

Victoria turned all this over lazily. Her instinct told 
her what manner of man was Neville, for he hardly con- 
cealed his desires. Indeed, their relations had something 
of the diarm of a msasqued ball. She saw weU enough 
that Neville was not likely to remain content with kisses, 
and viewed the inevitable battle with mixed feelings. She 
liked him; indeed, in certain moods and when his blue 
eyes were at their bluest, he attracted her magnetically. 
The reminiscent scent of Turkish tobacco on her lips al- 
ways drew her back towards him; and^yet she was of her 
dass, shy of love, of all that is illicit because unacknowl- 
edged. She knew very well that Neville wouM hardly ask 
her to marry him and that she would refuse if he did; she 
knew less well what she would do if he asked her to love 
him. When she analysed their relations she alwa};^ found 
that all lay on the lap of the gods. 

In the loneliness of night her thoughts would fasten on 
him more intently. He was yoirfli and warmth and friend- 
liness, words for the silent, a hand to touch; better still, 
he was a figment of Love itself, with all its tenderness and 
crudity, its heat, all the quivers of its body; he was soft 
scented as the mysterious giver of passionate gifts. So, 
when Victoria lay down to try and sleep she rocked in the 
trough of the waves of doubt. She could not tell into what 
hands she would give, if she gave, her freedom, her inde- 
pendence of thougjht and deed, all that security which is 
dear to the sheltered dass from which she came. So, far 
into the nigjit she would struggle for sight, tossing from 
right to left and left to rigjit, thrusting away and then 
recalling the brown face, the blue eyes and their promise. 

CHAPTER XVn 

7^3fr days rolled on, and on every one, as their soroD 
jwealed Hsdt, Victoria inscribed dcAn^ \jiDiOci x^mt 
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varied. The routine grew heavier as she found that the 
events of a Monday were so similar to those of another 
Monday that after a month she could not locate happen- 
ings. She no longer read newspapers. TTiere was nothing 
in them for her; not even the mock tragedy of the death 
of an heir presumptive or the truer grinmess of a ship- 
wreck could rouse in her an emotion. She did not care 
for adventure: not because she thought that adventure 
was beneath her notice, but because it could not affect her. 
A revolution could have happened, but she would have 
served boiled cod and coffees to the groundlings, wings of 
chicken to the luxurious, without a thougjht for the up- 
heaval, provided it did not flutter the pink curtains beyond 
wMch himmied the world. 

At times, for the holiday season was not over and work 
was rather slack, Victoria had time to sit on her "attend- 
ant" dbair and to think awhile. Readmg nothing and 
seeing no one save Beauty and Mrs. Smith, she was think- 
ing once more and thinking dangerously much. Often she 
would watch Lottie, negligently serving, returning the ball 
of futility with a carelessness that was almost grace, or 
Cora talking sniart slang in yoimg lady-like tones. 

"To what eid?" thought Victoria. "What are we 
domg here, wasting our lives, I suppose, to feed these boys. 
For what^s the good of feeding them so that they may 
scrawl figures in books and catch trains and perhaps one 
day, unless they've got too old, marry some dull girl and 
have more children than ihey can keep? We girls, we're 
wasted, too." So stjxMigly did she feel this that, one day, 
she prospected the imexplored ground of Cora's mind. 

"What are you worrying about?" remarked Cora, after 
Victoria had tried to inflame her with noble discontent. 
"I don't say it's all honey, this job of ours, but you can 
have a good time pretty well every nigjht, can't you, let 
alone Simdays?" 

"But I don't want a good time," said Victoria, suddenly 
inspired. "I want to feel I'm alive, do something." 

"Do what?" said Cora. 

"Live, see things, tmvd." 

'mw don't get a chance, olcaanfc,''^aSAO«»^ ^»^ 
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tdl yon haw it is^ yfic, you want too nmdL If yoa ^^ant 
anyOiing in life you've got to want notbing, then wliat- 
ever you get good seems jolly gooA" 

'^You're a i>essimisty Cora," said Victoria^ smiling. 

"Meaning I see the sad side? DonH you believe it 
Every doud has a silver lining, you know." 

"And every sUver lining has a doud," said ^ctoriay 
sadly. 

"Now, Vic," answered Coca crosdy, "don't you go on 
like that Youll only mope and mope. And what's the 
good of that, I'd like to know." 

"Oh, I don't know," said WidbansLj "I like thinking of 
things. Sometimes I wish I could make an end of it. 
Don't.you?" 

"Lord, no," said Cora, "I make the best of it You 
take my tip and don't think too mudL" 

Victoria bent down in her chair, her dun upon her open' 
palm. Cora slai^)ed her on die back. 

"Cheer up," she said, "we'll soon be dead." 

Victoria had also attempted Glad3rs, but had discov- 
ered without surprise that her association with Cora had 
equalised their minds as wdl as the copper of their hair. 
Lottie never said much when attacked on a general sidl>- 
ject, while Bella never said anything at all. Since the 
day when Victoria had attempted to draw her out on the 
fateful question, "What's the good of anything?" Be^ 
Prodgitt had looked upon Victoria as a dangerous revolu- 
tionary. At times she would follow the firebrand round 
the shop with fri^tened and admiring eyes. For her 
Victoria was something like the brilliant relation of whom 
the family is pyroud wi&out daring to acknowledge him. 

It fell to Gertie's lot to enlighten Victoria furtiicr on 
the current outlook of life. It came about in this way. 
One Saturday afternoon Victoria and Bella were alone on 
duty upstairs, for the serving of limch is then at a low 
ebb; the city makes a desperate effort to reach the edge 
of the worM to lundi peacefully and cheaply m its homes 
and lodgings. Lottie and Gertie were takkig the smc^ing- 
jvooj below. 
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sat two men, both almost throu^ m&i their Iimch. The 
elder of the two, a stout, cheery-lookmg man, pushed away 
his cup, slipped two pemues imder the saucer and, taking 
up his bill, which Victoria bad made out when ^e gave 
him his coffee, went up to the cash desk. The other man, 
a pale-faced youth in a blue suit, sat before his half- 
emptied cup. His hand passed nervously round his diin 
as he surveyed the room; his was rather the face of a 
ferret, with a long upper lip, watery blue eyes, and a weak 
chin. His forehead sloped a little and was decorated with 
many pimples. 

Victoria passed him quickly, caught up the stout man, 
entered the ca^ desk and took his bill. He turned in 
the doorway. 

"Well, Vic," he said, "when are we going to be mar- 
ried?" 

"Twenty-ninth of February, if it's not a leap year," ^e 
laughed. 

"Too bad, too bad," said the stout man, looking back 
from the open door out of which he had already passed, 
"you're the third girl who's said that to me in a fort- 
night." 

"Serve you right," said Victoria, looking into the minor 
opposite, "you're as bad as Henry the . . ." 

The door dosed. Victoria did not finish her sentence. 
Her eyes were glued to the minor. In it she could only 
see a young man with a thin face, decorated with many 
pimples, hurriedly gulping down the remains of his cup 
of coffee. But a second before then she had seen some- 
thing which made her fetch a quick breath. The yotmg 
man had looked roimd, marked that her head was turned 
away; he had thrown a quick glance to the right and the 
left, to the counter which Bella had left for a moment to 
go into the kitchen; then his hand had shot out and, with 
a quick movement, he had seized ibe stout man's pennies 
and slipped them under his own saucer. 

The young man got up. Victoria came up to him and 
made out his bill. He took it without a word and^d^^ 
at the desk, Victoria takkig his taoDej. 
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''Wdl, be didn't steal it, did he?" said Gertie, when 
Viotoda told her of the incident. 

''No, not exactly. Unless he stole it from fhe first 
man." 

'' 'Ow could he steal it if he <fidn't take it?" snapped 
Gertie. 

"Well, he made believe to tip me -when he didn't, and 
he made believe that the first man was mean when it was 
he who was," said Victoria. "So he stole it from the first 
man to give it to me." 

"Lord, I don't see what yer after," said Gertie. "You 
ain't lost nothing. And the first fdlow he ain't lost 
nothing either. He'd left his money." 

Victoria struggled for a few sentences. The little CoA- 
ney brain could not take in her view. Gertie could only 
see that Victoria had had twopence from somebody instead 
of from somd)ody else, so what was her trouble? 

"Tell yer wot," said Gertie, summing up tiie case, 
**seems ter me the fellow knew wot he was after. Dodgy 
sort of thing to do. Ougbter 'ave thou^t of the looking- 
glass though." 

Victoria turned away from Gertie's crafty little sndle. 
There was something in the giri that she coidd not under- 
stand; nor could Gertie understand her scruple. Gettie 
helped her a little though to solve the problem of waste; 
this girl could hardly be wast^, thou^t Victoria, for of 
what use could she be? She had neither the fine ph3^que 
that enables a woman to bear big stupid sons, nor tiie in- 
telligence which breeds a cleverer generation; she was 
sunk in the worship of easy pleasure, and ever bade the 
fleeting joy to tarry yet awhile. 

"She isn't alive at all," said Victoria to Lottie. "She 
merely grows older." 

"Well, so do we," replied Lottie in matter of fact tones. 

Victoria was compelled to admit the truth of this, but 
die did not see her point dearly enough to state it. Lot- 
tie, besides, did nothing to draw her out. In some ways 
she was Victoria's oasis in the desert, for Ae was ainqple 
sad gentle, but her status lymphaticus was pennanent 
Sbc did not even dreanx. ^ 
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Victoim's psydiolo^cal aiquiries did not tend to make 
her p(^ular. The verdict of Uie "Rosebud" was that she 
was a "rum one," perhaps a "deep cme." The staff were 
confinned in their suspicions that she was a "deep one" 
by the obvious attentions that Mr. Burton paid her. They 
were not prudish, except Bella, who objected to "goings 
on"; to be distinguished by Butty was rather disgustmg, 
but it was flattering, too. 

"He could have anybody he liked, the dirty old tyke," 
remarked Cora. "Of course I'm not taking any," die 
added in re^x>nse to a black look from Bella Prodgitt. 

Victoria was not "taking any" either, but she every day 
foimd greater difficulty in repelling him. Burton would 
stand behind the counter near the kitchen door during 
the limch hour, and whenever Victoria had to come up to 
it, he would draw closer, so close that she could see over 
the whites of his little eyes a fine web of blood vessels. 
Every time she came and went her skirts brushed against 
his legs; on her neck sometimes she felt the rush of his 
bitter scented breath. 

One afternoon, in the change room, as she was dressing 
alone to leave at four, the door opened. She had taken 
off her blouse and turned with a little cry. Burton had 
come in suddenly. He walked straight up to her, his eyes 
not fixed on hers but on her bare arms. A faintness came 
over her. She hardly had the strength to repel him, as 
without a word he threw one arm round her waist, seizing 
her above the elbow with his other hand. As je tried to 
draw her towards him she saw a few inches from her face, 
just the man's mouth, red and wet, like the sucker of a 
leech, the lips parted over the yellow teeth. 

"Let me go! " she hissed, throwing her head back. 

Burton groimd her against him, craning his neck to 
touch her lips with his. 

"Don't be silly," he whispered, "I love you. You be 
my little girl." 

"Let me go." Victoria diook him savagely. 

"None of that." Burton's eyes were glhterin^* Tfca. 
comers had pulled upwards wit9i t^/g^. 

"Let me go, I say J* 
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hwUm SA wA mtmtr. For a nuniite fliqr wiesded. 
VUAfprUL ihfVfd bfm back against the wall She almost 
ttfmMl ^<;k aA hi» banr]^ sHpp^g round lier, flattened itsdf 
^/n her Uire 9h4mU\tr. In tnat momoit of weakness Bmtco 
wort^ im/l, hen/ling her over^ kissed her on the moudu 
Mie fitnitfxled, hut Hurtcm had gripped her bdnnd the 
Mcki Iwee tlnii;» he kissed her on the lips. A codvuI- 
fii(in ift ()lf(f(Uf(t and rfie lay moticmless m his embrace, 
'liter e wan a f«tep <m the stairs. A few seamds later Bur- 
ton hml f(tl|)pe<l out by the side door. 

'^What's up?" said Gladys susjridously. 

Victoria had sunk upon a chair, breathless, didievelled, 
h(*r farn In her hands. 

"NotliJnft ... t ... I feel sick," she faltered. Then 
riic savaudy wlj^cd her mouth with her feather boa. 

Vl(l<^ria was Kiting a grip of things. The brute, the 
currNi brute. 1'he words rang in her head like a chorus. 
VuT days, the memory of the affray did not leave her. 
Site* inttirded, too, against any recurrence of the scene. 

Iter ImtrtHi for Hurton seemed to increase the fasdna- 
tio«i of Neville. Slie did not thhik of them together, but 
tt alwnys mnnneil to hai>pen that, immediatdy after thrust- 
ing dway the toad-iike picture of the chairman, ^e 
thoutf)\t of the blue-e>Td boy. Yet her rdations with 
Neville \NTre til-fated. Some days after the foul incident 
tn the change roim^ Neville took her for one of his little 
'IhiM)^'' .\» it \Mii5 one of her late nij^ts he called for 
Ker at a ouarter i^taM nine* They walked towards the west 
and« on rt^ ^rtn^e of ten, Neville escorted her into one of 
the e^^mHHi» recj^urants diat Uie R^reshment Rendea- 
wm^ knivxm 10 Ijondoa as die Ah-Ah, luns as dsoaay- 
i\>«H»^' a» k nvj^\ 

\^vria >K^ an^waed. The R. R. was die oaner off a 
l^^^ki^ bttiU. if not for the das^e^ oertiinhr not for die 
mft!i;mk lt» facing was; of Kfftuied IV)cthnd stme, 
iV^edk ivtawavk ItaStfv Lrab XIV" and Tioidor 
fciwwied w^ ndi HyasMine fjDdfa^ asd pre-Rapfrtflite 
ll^MK\i<ft. lusi^ Mi^ il was 4dl pMk. aBdalv led; 91U 
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table <l%dte suppeir Tvas provided for eighteen pence, in- 
cluding finger bowl^ in which floated a rose petal. 

Neville and Victi>ria sat at a small table made for two. 
She surrendered he. feet to the dasp of his. Aroimd her 
were about two bu idred couples and a hundred family 
parties. Most of th * young men were elaborately casual; 
they wore blue or t^ (reed suits, a few, frock coats marred 
by double collars; tLey had a tendency to loll and to puff 
the insolent tobacco smoke of Virginias towards the dis- 
tant roof. Hidr yoimg ladies talked a great deal and 
looked about. There was much wriggling of chairs, much 
giggling, much pulling up of long gloves over bare arms. 
In a comer, all alone, a young man in well-fitting evening 
dothes was consuming in mdancholy some diocolate and 
a sandwich. 

Neville plied Victoria with the major part of a half 
bottle of claret. 

"Burgundy^s the thmg," he said. "More body in it." 

"Yes, it is good, isn't it? I mustn't have any more, 
thougji." 

"Oh, you're all right," said Neville indulgaitly. "Let's 
have some coffee and a liqueur." 

"No, no liqueur for me." 

"Well, coffee then. Here, waiter." 

Neville struggled for some minutes. He utterly failed to 
gain the ear of the waiters. 

"Let's go, Beauty," said Victoria. "I don't want any 
coffee. No, really, I'd rather not. I can't sleep if I 
take it." 

The couple walked up Regent Street, then along Picca- 
diHy. NeviHe held Victoria's arm. He had slipped his 
fingers under the long glove. She did not withdraw her 
arm. His touch tickled her senses to quiescence if not to 
satisfaction. Hiey turned into the park. Just bdiind the 
statue of Achilles they stepped upon the grass and at 
Mce Neville threw his arm round Victoria. It was a little 
chilly; rmsi was rising from the grass. The trees stood 
blackly out of it, as if sawn off a few feet from the ^g»3S3&^ 
Neville stooped. A little simle 'waa ogl^ds&^Sc^ 

"•iteauty ooy,'^ said 
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He drew her towards faim and Mssed faer. He kissed 
her on the forehead, then on the cheek for he was a syba- 
rite, in matters of love something of a; artist, just behind 
the ear, then passbnatdy on the lips. Victoria dosed faer 
eyes and threw one arm round his ne k. She felt exhila- 
rated, as if gently warmed. They \ alked further west- 
wards, and with every step the fog th ckened. 

"Let's stop, Beauty,*' said Victoria, after they had 
rather suddenly walked up to a thicket. "Well get lost in 
the wilderness.'* 

"And wilderness were paradise enow," murmured 
Neville in her ear. 

Victoria did not know the hackneyed line. It soimded 
beautiful to her. She laugjied nervously and let Neville 
draw her down by his side on the grass. 

"Oh, let me go, Beauty," she whispered. "Suppose 
someone should come." 

Neville did not answer. He had clasped her to him. 
His lips were more insistent on hers. She fdt his hand 
on her breast. 

"Oh, no, no, Beauty, don't, please don't," she said 
weakly. 

For some minutes die lay passive in his grasp. He had 
tindone the back of her blouse. His hand, cold and dry, 
bad slipped along her Moulder, seeking warmth. 

Slowly his cla^ grew harder; he used his wei^t. Vic- 
toria bcsit under it. Something like f aintness came over 
her. 

"Victoria, Victoria, my darling." The voice seemed 
far away. She was giving way more and more. Not a 
blade of grass Juddered under its shroud of mist. From 
the road came the roar of a motorbus, like a mufSed drum. 
Then she felt tfie damp of the grass on her back tiirou^ 
the opening of her blouse. 

A second later she was sitting up. She had fiirust 
Neville away with a savage pu£ under the diin. He 
seized her once more. Slie fought him, seeing nothiiig to 
struggle with but a s3ent dark shadow. 

^Wo, Beauty, no, you mustn't," die panted. 
^Z^ were standing then, bofli oi ^msu 
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"Vic, darling, why not?" pleaded Nevflle gently, still 
holding her band. 

"I don't know. Oh, no, really I can't. Beauty." 

She did not know it, but generations of dean living 
were fightmg behind her, driving back and crushing out 
die forces of nature. She did not know that, like most 
women, she was not a free being but the great-grand- 
daughter of a woman whose forbears bad ^ught her that 
ill^al surrender is evil. 

"I'm sorry. Beauty, . . . it's my fault," die said. 

"Oh, don't mention it," said Neville idly, dropping her 
hand. "You're pla3dng with me, tiiat's all." 

"I'm not," said Victoria, tears of exdtcment in her 
eyes. "Oh, Beauty, don't you imderstand? We women, 
we can't do wteit we like. It's so hard. We're poor, cukI 
life is so dull and we wi^ we were dead. And then a man 
comes like you and the only thing he can offer, we mustn't 
take." 

"But why, why?" asked Beauty. 

"I don't know," said Victoria. "We mustn't. At any 
rate I mustn't My freedom is all I've got and I can't give 
it up to you like fhaL 1 like you, you know that, don't 
you, Beauty?" 

Neville did not answer. 

"I do, Beauty. But I can't, don't you see. If I were 
a rich woman it would be different. I'd owe nobody any- \ 
thing. But I'm poor; it'd pull me down and . . . when 
a woman's down, men either kick or kiss her." 

Neville shrugged his shoulders. 

"Let's go," he said. 

Silently, side by side, they walked out of the park. 

CHAPTER XVIII 

October was d3mig, its russet tints slowly merging into 
grey. Thin mists, laden with fine specks of soot, had pen- 
etrated into the "Rosebud." Victoria, in her black busi- 
ness dress, under whidi ^e now had to wear a vest which 
rather killed the tip-drawing po'^^cc ^l \\et ^t$«k5W3^ 
blouse, was setting her tables, qv^cSdv cto^ssv^ "«^ ^cJ^sa^ 
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fhe cashbox. The sflence of tragedy was on them, a 
silence which arrests gesture and causes hearts to beat. 

"Lord, I can't stick this,'' whispered Cora, "there's 
something wrong." Quickly diving under the counter 
flap she ran towards the pay box where Stein still sat 
unmoving, as if petrified. The little group of girls watched 
her. Bella's stertorous breathmg was plainly heard. 

Cora opened the glass door and seized Stein by the 
arm. 

"What's the matter, Mr. Stein?" she said excitedly, 
"are you feeling queer?" 

Stein started like a somnabulist suddenly awakened and 
looked at her stupidly, then at the moticmless girls in &e 
^lop. 

"Nein, nein, lassen sie dock/* he muttered. 

"Mr. Stein, Mr. Stein," half-screamed Cora. 

"Oh, get out, I'm all rigjiit, but the game's up. He's 
gone. Tlie game's up I tell you. The game's up." 

Cora looked at him round-eyed. Mr. Stein's idioms 
frightened her almost more than his German. 

Stein was babbling, speaking louder and louder. 

"Gone away. Burton. Bankrupt and got all the 
cash. . . . See? You get the sack. Starve. So do I 
and my wife. . . . Ach, ach, ack, ach. Mein Gott, Mein 
Gott, was soils. . . ." 

Gertie watched from the counter with a heightened 
colour. Lottie and Victoria, side by side, had not moved. 
A curious chill had seized Victoria, stiffening her wrists 
and knees. Stein was talking quicker and qukker, wifli 
a voice that was not his. 

"Ach, the damned scoundrel ... the sckweinehund 
... he knew the business was going to the dogs, ach, 
sckweinehund, sckweinekund, . . ." He paused. Less 
savage, his thoughts turned to his losses. "Two hundred 
shares he sold me. ... I paid a premium . . . they vas 
to go to four . . . ach, adi, ach. . . . I'm in the carf^ 

Gertie sniggered gently. The idiom had swamped die 
tragedy. Stein looked round at the sound. ^^& V«^s^ 
had gone leaden; his greasy p\a:^c!t^\a&x ^^f^%& ^^ 'v^^etc^ 
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^'Vat you laughmg at, gQ?" he asked savagely, sud- 
denly resuming his managerial tone. 

"Take it we're bust, ain't we?" said Gertie, stepping 
forward jauntily. 

Stein lifted, Hhen dropped one hand. 

"Yes," he said, "bust." 

"Thank you for a week's wages, Mr. Stem," said Ger- 
tie, "and I'll push off, if yer don't mind." 

Stein laughed harshly. With a theatrical movement he 
seized the cash drawer by the handle, drew it out and 
flimg it on the floor. It was empty. 

"CBi, that's 'ow it is," said Gertie. "You're a fine gen- 
tleman, I don't think. Bloomin' lot of skunks. What 
price that, mate?" she screamed, addressing Bella, who 
still sat in her chair, her cheeks rising and falling like the 
sides of a cuttlefish. " 'Ere's a fine go. Fdlers comes 
along and tikes in poor girls like me and you and steals 
the bread outer their mouths. I'll 'ave yer run in, yer 
bloody foreigner." She waved her fist in the man's face. 
"For two pins," ^e screamed, "I'd smash yer face, 
I'd . . ." 

"Chuck it, Gertie," said Lottie, suddenly taking her by 
the arm, "don't you see he's got nothing to do with it?" 

"Oh, indeed. Miss Mealymouth," sneered Gertie, "what 
I want is my money. . . ." 

"Leave him alone, Gertie," said Victoria, "you caiiH 
kick a man when he's down." 

Gertie looked as if she were about to explode. Then 
the problem became too big for her. In her little Cockney 
brain the question was insolubly revolving: "Can you kidk 
a man when he's down . . .? Can you kick . . .?" 

Mr. Stein passed his hand over his forehead. He was 
pulling himself together. 

"Close de door, Cora," he commanded. "Now tihen, 
tiie company's bankn^, there's nothing in the ca^-box. 
You get the push. ... I get the push." His voice broke 
slightly. His face twitched. "You can go. Get anotiher 
Job." He looked at Gertie. 

fPtit davm your sMresA. 1 s^e il to tiie ^olioe. Yoa 
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get something for wages." He slowly turned away and 
nat down on a chair, his eyes fixed on die wall. 

There was a repressed hubbub of talking. Then Gertie 
made the first move and went up to the change room. 
She came back a minute or two later in her long coat and 
large hat, carrying a parcel which none noticed as bdng 
rati^er large for a comb. It c<mtained the company's cap 
and apron which, thought she, ^e might as wdl save 
from flie wreck. 

Gertie shook hands with Cora. "See yer ter-ni^t," she 
said airily, "same old place; 'bye, Miss Prodgitt, 'ope 
Torce' 11 lift you out of this." She shook hands with 
Victoria, a trifle coldly, kissed Lottie, threw one last 
malevolent look at Stein's back. The door closed behind 
her. She had passed out of the backwater into the main 
stream. 

Lottie, a little self-consciously, pulled down the pink 
blinds, in token of mourning. The "Rosebud" hxmg 
broken on its stalk. Then, silently, she went up into the 
change room, followed by Cora; a pace bdhind came Vic- 
toria, all heavy with gloom. They dressed silently. Cora, 
without a word, kissed them both, collected her small 
possessions into a reticule, then shook hands with both 
and kissed them again. The door closed behind her. 
When Lottie and Victoria went down into the shop, Cora 
also had passed into the main stream. Gladys had gone 
with her. 

The two girls hesitated for a moment as to whether 
they should speak to Stein. It was almost dark, for the 
October light was too weak to filter through the thick 
pink blinds. Lottie went up to the dark figure. 

"Cheer up," she said kindly, "it's a long lane that has 
no turning." 

Stein looked up tmcomprehendmgly, then sank his head 
into his hands. 

As Lottie and Victoria turned once more, the front door 
open behind them, all they saw was Bella Prodgitt, lym- 
phatic as ever, motionless on her chair, like a wafcdasst 
over the figure of the man aleaSty TwewrKS^^Xaa^^afi^ 
hopes. 
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As diey passed into tbe staredt the fresh air quickened 
by Ae coming cold of winter stung tiidr blood to action, 
llie autumn sunlight, pale like tiie faded gold of hair that 
age has silvered, threw faint shadows on the dry white 
pavements where little wfairiwinds of dust chased and fig- 
ured like swallows on the wing. 

Lottie and Victoria walked quickly down the dty streets. 
It was half -past eleven, a time when, tiie ru^ of the morn- 
ing over, comparative ^nptiness awaits the coming of the 
midday crowds; every minute they were stopped by the 
blocks of drays and carriages which come in greater num- 
bers in the road as men grow fewer on the pavements. The 
unaccustomed liberty of the hour did not strike them; f<x 
depression, a sense of impotence before fatality, was upon 
them. Indeed, they did not pause until they reached on 
die Embankment the spot where the two beautiful youths 
fniepare to fasten on one another their grip of bronze. 
They sat down upon a seat and for a while r^nained si- 
lent. 

"What are you going to do, Lottie?" asked Victoria. 

"Look out for another job, of coinrse," said Lottie. 

"In tiie same line?" said Victoria. 

"Ill try that first," replied Lottie, "but you know lYn 
not particular. There's all sorts of shops. Nice soft little 
jobs at photographers, and manicuring showrooms, I don't 
mind." 

Victoria, witii the leaden wd^t of former dajrs press- 
ing on her, envied Lottie's calm optimism. She seemed 
so capable. But so far she hersdf was concerned, she did 
not fed sure that the "other job" would so easily be 
found. Indeed, the memory of her desperate hunt for 
work wrapped itself roimd her, cold as a shroud. 

"But what if you can't get one?" she faltered. 

"Oh, that'll be all ri^t," said Lottie, airily. "I can 
live with my married sister for a bit, but 111 find a job 
somehow. That doesnt worry me. What are you think- 
ing of?" 

"I don^ know," said \^ct(Mia slowly, ''I must look oat, 
JT suppose,'' 
''Bard ap?» asked Lottie. 
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"No, not exaoUy," said Victoria. "I'm not idling in 
wealth, you know, but I can manage." 

"Well, don't you go and get stranded or anything," said 
Lottie. "It do^U do to be proud. It's not mudx I can 

do, but anyhow you let me know if " She paused. 

Victoria put her hand on hers. 

"You're a bit of all right, Lottie," she said softly, her 
feelings forming naturally into the language of her adopted 
class. For a few minutes the girls sat hand in hand. 

"Well, I'd better be going," said Lottie. "I'm going 
to my married sister at Highgate first Time enou^ to 
look about this afternoon." 

The two girls exdianged addresses. Victoria watched 
her friend's slim figure grow smaller and slimmer under 
her crown of pale hair, then almost fade away, merge into 
men and women and suddenly vanish at a turn, swdlowed 
up. With a little shiver she got up and walked away 
quickly towards the west. She was lonely suddenly, hor- 
ribly so. One by one, all the links of her worldly chain 
had snapped. Burton, the sensual brute, was gone; Stein 
was perhaps sitting still numb and silent in the darkened 
shop; Gertie, flippant and sharp, had sailed forth on life's 
ocean, diere to be tossed like a cork and like a cork to 
swim; now Lottie was gone, cool and confident, to dan- 
gers underrated and imlmown. She stood alone. 

As she reached Westminster Bridge a strange sense of 
familiarity overwhelmed her. A well-known figure was 
there and it was horribly symbolical. It was tiie old va- 
grant of bygone days, sitting propped up against the 
parapet, dad in his filthy rags. From his short clay pipe, 
at long intervals, he puffed wreaths of smoke into the blue 
air. 

CHAPTER XIX 

The russet of October had turned into the bleak dark- 
ness of December. The threat of winter was in the air; 
it hissed and sizzled in the bare branches as they bent %!x 
the cold wind, shaking quivericL^ ^o^ ^1 ^'a^^. Xsvs^- 
cast as i/ sowing the seeds oi pa\Eu N\cto6a. "s^ssw^^ ^^^ 
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fore Hie v/oAd; indeed, -when she thought of it at all, Ae 
no longer likenwed herself to a cork tossed in the storm, but 
to a pdMe sunken and nx>tionless m the bed of a floydig 
river. 

Upon the day ni^ch followed ha: sudden uprooting 
Victoria had bent her back to the task of finding work. 
She had known once more the deqxuring search throu^ 
the advertisement columns of the Daily Telegraphy £e 
skilful winnowing of chaff from wheat, sudden, and then 
baffled hopes. Her new professional sense had taken her 
to the shops where young women are wanted to eiAance 
the attraction of coffee and cigarettes. But the bank- 
ruptcy of the "Rosebud" was not an isolated case. The 
dishonesty of Burton was not its cause but its conse- 
quence; ihe ship was sinking under his feet when he de- 
serted it after loading himself with such booty as he could 
carry. Victoria had discovered grimly that tiie first result 
of a commercial crisis is the submerging of those whose 
labours create a commerdd boom. Within a week of 
the "Rosebud** disaster the eleven dty cafes of the "Lethe, 
Ltd." had closed &eir doors. Two small failures in the 
West End were followed by a greater crash. The "Peo- 
ple's Restaurants, Ltd.," eaten out by the thousand de- 
pots of the "Refreshment Rendezvous, Ltd.," had filed 
a voluntary petition for liquidation; tiie official liquidator 
had at once inaugurated a policy of "retrenchment and 
sound business management," and, as a beginning, dosed 
two hundred shops in the dty and West End. He pro- 
posed to exploit the suburbs, and, after a triumphant 
amalgamation with the victorious "Refreshment Rendez- 
vous," to retire from law into peaceful directorships and 
there collect innumerable guineas. 

Victoria had followed Sie convulsion with passionate 
interest. For a week the restaiuant slump had been the 
fashion. The manager of every surviving caf6 in London 
had given it as his deliberate q)imon that trade would 
be all the better for it. The financial papers published 
grave warnings as to the dangers of the restaurant busi- 
ness, to which the Stock Exchange ^Toas^>Jc3 x^s^ksbi^^ 
by marking up the prices oi tkie ^xxrraot^ ^^ss^ 
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Socialist papers had doquently pleaded for govenunent 
assistance for the two thousand odd displaced girls; a 
Cabinet Minister had marred his parliamentary reputa- 
tion by endeavouring to satisfy one wing of his party that 
the tearoom at South Kensington Museum was not a 
Socialistic venture and the other wing diat it was an insti- 
tution leading up to State ownership of tiie trade. A 
girl discharged from the "Lethe" had earned five guineas 
by writing a thousand words in a hated but largely read 
daily paper. The interest had been kept up by the rescue 
of a P.R. girl who had jumped off Waterloo Bridge. An- 
other P.R. girl, fired by example, had been more successful 
in the Lea. This valimble advertisement enabled the Re- 
lief Fund to distribute five shillings a head to many young 
persons who bad been waitresses at some time or another; 
there were rumours of a knighthood for its energetic 
promoter. 

It was in the midst of this welter that Victoria had 
found herself cast, with her newly acquired experience a 
drug in the market, and all the world inclined to look 
upon her as a kind of adventuress. Her employer's 
failure was in a sense her failure, and she was handy to 
blame. For three weeks she had doggedly continued her 
search for work, appl3dng first of ^1 in the smart tea- 
rooms of the West, and every day she became more 
accustomed to being turned away. Her soul hardened 
to rebuffs as that of a beggar who learns to bear stoically 
the denial of alms. After vainly trying the best Victoria 
had tried the worst, but everywhere the story was the 
same. Every small restaurant keeper was drawing his 
horns dn, feverishly casting up trial balances; some of 
them in tiieir panic had damaged their credit by trying to 
carve success out of other men's disasters. 

Victoria, her teetii set, had faced the storm. She now 
explored districts and streets systematically, almost house 
by house. And when her spirit broke at die end of the 
week, as her peipetual walks, the buffeting of rain and 
wind soiled her dothing, broke breaches into her boots, 
cAjapped her bamtds as glove seams gave way, the only 
tbii^ that could brace her up was ^e ^ins§i[&%^ t& V«t 



A BED OF ROSES 125 

lioard by a soverdgn. She placed the coin on the mantel- 
piece after counting the remainder. Monday morning saw 
it reduced to eleven shillings and sixpence. When the 
crisis came she had taken in sail by exdianging into t^ie 
second floor back, then fortunately vacant, thus saving 
three shillings in rent. 

The sight of her melting capital was a horror wfaidi 
she faced only once a week, for at other times she thrust 
the thought away, but it intruded every time with greater 
insistence. Untrained still in economy she found it im- 
possible to reduce her expenditure below a pound. After 
pa3dng off the mortgage of eight and sixpence for her room 
and breakfast, she had to set aside tliree shillings for fares, 
for she dared not wade overmuch in the December mud. 
The manageress of a caf6 lost in Marylebone had heard 
her kindly, but had looked at her boots plastered with 
mud, then at the dirty fringes of her petticoats and said, 
regretfully almost, that she would not do. That day had 
cost Victoria a pound almost wrendied out of the mon^ 
drawer. But this wardrobe, though an asset, was on in- 
cubus, and Victoria at times often bated it, for it cost so 
much in omnibus fares that she paid for it every day in 
food stolen from her body. 

By the end of the seventh week Victoria had reduced 
her hoard to four pounds. She now applied for work like 
an automaton, often going twice to the same shop with- 
out realising it, at other times sitting for hours on a park 
seat tmtil &e drizzle oozed from her hair into her neck. 
At the end of the seventh week she had so lost conscious- 
ness of the world that she walked all trough the Sunday 
gloom without food. Then, at eigjit o'clock, awakening 
suddenly to her need, she gorged herself widi suet pud- 
ding at an eating house in the Edgware Road, came back 
to Star Street and fell into a heavy sleep. 

About four she was aroused by horrible sickness, which 
left her weak, every muscle relaxed and every nerve 
strained to breakmg point. Shapes blacker than the night 
floated before her eyes; every passmg milk cart rattlel 
savagely through her beating tecrep\e&\ \NTA!fiMCDi^ ^^^^^^L 
ankles and wrists, and the huTAed\)eaX o\\«t\fi»s\.^os««^ 
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die ^ole of her body. She almost writhed on her bed, 
up and down, as if forcibly thrown or goaded. 

As the December dawn strug^ed throu^ her window, 
diffusing over the ^v^te wall the li^t of lihe condemned 
cdly ^e could b^u* it no more. She got up, washed hor- 
rible bitterness from her mouth, dots from her eyes. 
Then, swa3dng with weariness and all her pulses beating; 
she strayed into the street, unseeing, her boots unbuttoned, 
into the daily struggle. 

As the blind man unguided, or the poor on the march, 
die went into the East, now palely glowing over the 
ehhnney pots. She did not fed her weariness. Her feet 
did not bdong to her; she felt as if her whole body were 
one gigantic wound vaguely adiing under the chloroform. 
She walked without intention, and as towards no goal. At 
Oxford Circus she stopped. Her eye had unconsdoudy 
been arrested by the posters which the newsvendor was 
deftly gludng down on the pavement The crude colours 
of the posters, red, green, ydlow, shocked her duggidi 
mind into action. One spoke of a great reverse in Nubia; 
another repeated the information and added a football 
cup draw. A third poster, blazing red, struck sudi a 
blow at Victoria that, for a wild moment, her heart seemed 
to stop. It merdy bore the words: 

P.R. 
REOPENS 

Victoria read the two lines five or six times, first dully, 
&en in a whirl of emotion. Her blood seemed to go hot 
and tingle; the twitchings of her wrists and ankles grew 
insistent. With her heart pounduig with exdtement she 
asked for the paper in a choked voice, refusing the half- 
pemiy change. Backing a step or two she opened the 
paper. A sheet dropped into the mud. 

The newsvendor, grizzled and sunburnt rig^t into the 

wrinkles, picked up the sheet and looked at her wonder- 

ingly. From the other side a corpulent policeman watched 

her with faint interest, reading her like a book. He did 

not need to be told that Victoria vras out of work; her 

Ace showed that hope had come m\o "bet "Ste* 
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Victoria read every detafl greedily. The enterprising 
liquidator had carried through the amalgamation of the 
People's Restaurants and the Refre^bment Rendezvous, 
and created the People's Refreshment Rendezvous. He 
had done this so quietly and suddenly that the effect was 
a thunderbolt. He had forestalled the dedsion of the 
Court, so that agreements had been ready and signed cm 
the Saturday evening, -while leave had obscurely been 
granted on the Friday. Being master of the situation the 
liquidator was re-opening fifty-five of the two hundred 
closed shops. Tlie paper announced his boast that "by 
ten o'clock on Monday morning fifty-five P. R. R.'s would 
be fl3dng the flag of the scone and cross bims." The paper 
also hailed ttiis pronoimcement as Napoleonic. 

Victoria feverishly read the list of &e rescued depots. 
They were mainly in Cbrford Street and Bloomsbury. In- 
deed, one of them was in Princes Street. A flood of 
clarity seemed to come over Victoria's brain. It was im- 
possible for the P. R. or P. R. R. or whatever it had 
become, to have secured a staff on the Sunday. No 
doubt Ihey proposed to engage it on the spot and to ruA 
the organisation into working order so as to capture at 
the outset the succis de curiositS which every London daily 
was beating up in the breast of a million idle men and 
women. Clutching the paper in her hand she ran across 
Oxford Street almost imder the wheels of a motor lorry. 
She turned into Princes Street, and hurled herself against 
the familiar door, clutching at the handle. 

There was another girl leaning against the door. She 
was tall and slim. Her fair hair went to sandiness. Her 
black coat was dusty and stamed. Her large blue eyes 
started from her colourless face, pale lipped, hollow under 
the cheekbones. Victoria recovered her breath and put 
her hair straight feverishly. A short dark girl joined the 
group, pressing her body dose against them. Tlien two 
more. Then, one by one, half a dozen. Victoria dis- 
covered thait her boots were xmd<me, and bent down to 
do them up with a hairpin. As she smuggled with nmnh 
fingers her rivals pressed upoa bet m%v ^'ssd^.'Hsk^^j^- 
As she straightened herself, -ftie laMotv^^oAfifis^^ •'Csss?a^^^«^ 
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swsnr froni ibt door« YkionsL letuvaed hcntff and €hov€ 
agpamit tliciii, grfttJDg ber teedL Tlie fair gid was gniand 
agaifM h«r; bot Vktoria, fuD of bcr pain and bread hst, 
flin»t bo' dbow twice into die ^'s bieast She fdt 
sometfiing like tbe rage erf battk iqxm ber and its jq^ as 
^ bone entered die soft fleab like a wesqwiL 

**K0W tben^ steady, gbls^'' said die voice of die pdice- 
man^ faint like a dream voice. 

'^Blime, afait di^ a 'ot lotr said anodier dream voice, 
a loafer's. 

Tbe crowd once more became orderiy. Tboo^ quite a 
bimdred girls bad now collected hardly any spcke. In 
every face diere was tenseness, tboug^ the front ranks 
showed most ferocity in their eyes and the late-comers 
most weariness. 

''Where you sbovin7'' asked a sulky voice. 

There was a mutter that might have been a curse. 
Then silence once more; and the girls fiercdy watched 
for their bread, looking ri^ and left like suspicious 
(k^. A spruce yotmg warehouseman slowh^ reviewed 
the girls and allowed his eyes to linger approvingly on 
one or two. He winked approvingly at die fair girl, but 
she did not reqxmd. She stood flat against the door, 
every inch of her body spread so as to occupy as much 
wpejce as she could. 

Then, half-past seven, a young man and a middle-aged 
woman idiouldering through the wedged mass, the fierce 
ruflh into the shop and there the gasp behind closed doors 
among the other winners, hatless, their clothes torn, their 
bodices ripped open to the stays, one with her hair down 
and her neck marked here and there by bleeding scratches. 
Then, after the turmoil of the day among die strangeness^ 
without rest or food, to make holiday for the Londoners, 
ft night heavy as lead and a wedc every day more me- 
dianical Victoria had returned to the treadmill^ and, 
within a week, knew it. 

. . . The dock struck five. Victoria awoke from her 

dream epic She had wcm her batde and safled into 

iMrbour. Its waters were already as horribly sdll as tbose 

^ A stugnmtt pod. The old cfhestociul NcsidKx s^\sfi:06s»r 
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less on her seat of firewood and string. Not a thought 
chased over her gnarled brown face. From the stove 
came the faint, pungent smell of the charring ped. 

CHAPTER XX 

A FORTNIGHT later Victoria had returned to the city. 
Most of the old P.R.'s had reopened, after passing imder 
the yoke. A coat of paint had transformed them into 
P.R.R.'s. In fact their extinction was complete; nothing 
was left of them but the P. and the chairmanship of the 
amalgamated company, for their chairman was an earl 
and part of the goodwill. The P.R. had apparently been 
bou^t up at a fair rate. Its shares having fallen to six- 
pence, most of the shareholders had lost large sums; 
whereas the directors and their friends, displaying the 
acumen that is sometimes foimd among directors, had 
quietly bought the shares up by the thousand and by put- 
ting them into the new company had realised large profits. 
As tiie failure had happened during the old year and most 
of the shops had been reopened in the new, it was quite 
dear that the caitering trade was expanding. It was a 
startling instance of commercial progress. 

Within a week the P.R.R. decided to start once more 
in the city. Victoria, by her own request, was trans- 
ferred to Moorgate Steeet. She did not like the neigh- 
bourhood of Oxford Circus; it was imfamiliar without 
being stimulating. She objected, too, to serving women. 
If she must serve at all she preferred serving men. She 
did not worship men; indeed, the impression they had 
left on her was rather impleasant. The subalterns at the 
mess were dull, Mr. Parker a stick, Bobby was Bobby, 
Burton a cur. Stein a lout. Beauty, well, perhaps Beauty 
was a little better and Oaims worthy of a kind thought; 
but all the others, boys and half men with their futile 
talk, tiieir slang, cribbed from the music halls, tiieir affec- 
tations, their loud ties, were nothing but the ballast on 
whidi the world has founded its permanent way. Y^\.^ 
mysterious sex instinct made V\cX«tvai ^x^tet ^?5^2sn. *^Ma^ 
to ibe ycmng ladies who f requeaXed '5iRaicR& ^nx«X* 
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better to be made love to insolently than to be oidered 
about 

The Mocx^gate P.R.R. was one of the canons crosses 
between the ice cream ^tnop and the diop house where 
thirty bob a wed: snatches a sixpenny Iteich. It was foD 
of magnificent indifference. You cmdd bang y^mr two- 
pence for a small coffee, or Inxuriate in steak and kiAMy 
pie, b(Hled (i.e. potatoes), stewed (ximes and ateam, aikl 
be served with the difference of interest that the record- 
ing angd may make between No. 1,000,000 and i,ooOy- 
001. You were sddom kx^Led at, and, if k)oked at, for- 
gotten. It was as blatant as the "Rosd[>i]d" had been 
discreet. Painted pale blue, it flaunted a {date-g^ass 
window full of cakes, packets of tea, pounds of diocdate, 
jars of sweets; some imitati<m chops gami^ed with imi- 
tation parsky, and a chafing dish full of stage eggs and 
bacon held out the promise of strong meats. Enormous 
urns, polished like ^ver, could be seen from the outside 
emitting clouds of steam; under the chafing dish, too, 
came up vaporous jets. 

Inside, the P.R.R. recalled the wiMemess and the ani- 
mation of a bank. To the blue and red tessdated floor 
were fastened many maible-tipped tables squeezed so dose 
together that when a customer rose to leave he created an 
eddy among his distuibed fellows. The fUxx was 
swamped with diairs which, during the lunch hour, dis- 
mally grated on the tiled floor. It was dean; for, after 
every burst of feeding, the a|^x)inted scavenger swc^ the 
fallen crusts, fragments of pudcMng, dgarette ends and 
banana skins into a large bin. This bin was periodically 
emptied and the contents sent to the East End, \iiiether 
to be destroyed or to be used for philanthropic purposes is 
not known. 

The girls were trained to quick service here. \^ctoria 
found no difficulty in acquiring the P.R.R. swing, for 
she had not to memorise the variety of dishes whidi tilie 
more fastidious Rosebudders demanded. Her mental load 
seldom went beyond small teas, a coffee or two, half a veal 
and ham pie, sandwidies and potdd@&. There was no 
votisidering tiie bill of fare. It stood oii «^«rj XAJi^^Vofifc- 
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mutable as a constitution and as duU. At the P.R.R., a 
man absorbed a maximum of stodgy food, paid his mini- 
mum of cash and vanished into an office to pour out the 
resultant energy for thirty bob a week. As fliere were no 
tips Victoria soon learned tbait courtesy was wasted, so 
wasted none. 

The P.R.R. did not treat its girls badly — ^in this sense, 
that it treated them no worse than its rivals did theirs; 
it practised commercial morality. Victoria received eight 
shillings a week, to which good Samaritans added an aver- 
age of fourteen pence, dropped anonymously into the tm- 
obtrusive box near the cash desk. At the "Rosebud" tips 
averaged fourteen shillings a week, but then they were 
given publicly. 

Besides her wages she was given all her meals, on a 
scale suited to girls who waited on Mr. Thirty Bob a 
Week. Her breakfast was tea, bread and margarine; her 
dinner, cold pudding or pie, according to the unpopularity 
of the dishes among the customers, wa^ed down once 
more with tea and sometimes followed by stewed fruit if 
the quantity thait remained made it clear that some would 
be left over. The day ended with supper, tea, bread and 
cheese — ^, variety of Cheddar which the oomp>any bought 
by the ton on accoimt of its peculiar capacity for swelling 
and producing a very tolerable substitute for repletion. 

As Victoria was now paid less than half her former 
wages she was expected to work longer hours. TTie P.R.R. 
demanded faithful service from half-past eight in the 
morning to nine in the evening, exc^ on one day when 
freedom was earned at six. Victoria was driven to gen- 
eralise a little about this; it struck her as peculiar that an 
increase of work should s3nichronise with a decrease of 
pay, but the early steps in any education always fill flie 
pupil with wonderment. 

Yet she did not repine, for she remembered too well 
the black days of the old year when the wolf slunk roimd 
the house, coming every day nearer to her door. She had 
beaten him off «md there still was joy in the thou^ <^1 
that vlctoiy. Her frame of imnd -ros ^<««2dX.^ VeKss^Rsssft^ 
stiff ntftfi 3 feeling of idid. Tkoa ^'fe *ffix«^ -qfrSSa^^esa^ 
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coiiq)aiiicxi8, for every one of Aem had known sadi straits 
as hers and wofse. They had come back to the P.R.R. 
fill^ mih exceeding joy; craving bread they had been 
given buns. 

The MocM-gate P.R. was a big depot It boasted, in 
addition to the ground floor, two smoking-rooms, one on 
ihe first floor and one underground, as well as a ladies' 
dining-room on the second floor. Lt had a staff of twaity 
waitresses, six of ^om were staticmed in the underground 
smoking-room; Victoria was one of these. A virile man- 
ageress dominated them and drove with ^lendid efficiency 
a concealed kitchen team of four who sweated in the mid^ 
of steam in an undergroimd stokehole. 

Victoria's companions were all old P.R.'s except Betty. 
Tliey all had anything between two and five years' service 
behind them. Nelly, a big raw-boned coimtry girl, was 
still assertive and loud; she had good looks of tibe kind 
that last up to thirty, made up of fine, coarse, healthy flesh 
lines, tending to redden at tiie nostrils and at the ears; 
her hands were shapely still, though reddened and thick- 
ened by swabbing floors and tables. Maud was a poor 
little thing, small boned, with a flaccid covering of white 
flesh, inclined to quiver a little when she felt unhappy; 
her eyes were tmdeddedly green, her hair carroty in 4e 
extreme. She had a trick of drawing down the comers of 
her mouth ^idi made her look pathetic. Amy and 
Jemiy were both short and darkish, inclined to be thin, 
always a little tired, always willing, always in a state 
neither happy nor unhappy. Both had nearly five years* 
experience and could look forward to another fifteen or so. 
They had no assertiveness, so could not a^ire to a mana- 
gerial position, such as might eventually fell to the share 
of Nelly. 

Betty was an exception. She had not acquired tiie 
P.R.R. manner and probably never would. The daugih- 
ter of a small draper ait Horley, Ae had lived through a 
h^ppy childhood, played in die fields, been to a little 
private school. Her father had strained every nerve to 
Ace on t&e one hand the competition of <the London 
stores extending octq^nis-like )nto tie %dx ^nb^siteKs ^(»^^3^ 
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o&er tbat of the pedlars. Cau^t between the aristocracy 
and democracy of conmierce he had slowly been ground 
down. When Betty was seventeen he collapsed through 
worry and overwcnrk. His wife attempted to carry on ^e 
business after his deatii, bravely fadng tiie enemy, dis- 
diarging assistants^ keeping the books, impressing Betty 
to dress the window, then to clean the shop. But the 
pressure had become too great, and on the day when the 
mortgagees foreclosed she died. Nothing was left for 
Betty except the clothes she stood in. Some poor rela- 
tives in London induced her to join the ^^Letfae." Thait 
was three years ago and now she was twenty. 

Betty was the tall, slim girl into whose breast Victoria 
had thrust her elbow when they were fighting for bread 
among the crowd which surged round the door of tlie 
Princes Street depot. She was pretty, perhaps a little too 
delicately so. Her sandy hair and wide open china blue 
eyes made one think of a doll; but the impression dis- 
appeared when one looked at her long limbs, her slightly 
sunken cheeks. She had a sweet disposition, so gentle 
that, though Ae was a favourite, her fellows despised her 
a little and were inclined to call her "poor Betty." She 
was nearly always tired; when she was well she was full 
of simple and honest merriment. She would laugh then 
if a motor bus skidded or if she saw a Highland in a 
kilt. She had just been shifted to the Moorgate Street 
P.R.R. From the first the two girls had made friends 
and Victoria was deeply glad to meet her again. The 
depih of that gladness is only known to >tbose who have 
lived alone in a hostile world. 

"Betty," said Victoria the first morning, "there's some- 
thing I want to say. IVe had it on my mind. Do you 
remember the first time we met outside the old P.R. in 
Princes Street?" 

"Don't I?" said Betty. "We had a rough time, didn't 
we?" 

"We had. And, Betty, perhaps you remember ... I 
hit you in tiiie chest. I've tfaou^t of it so often . . . and 
you don't know how sorry I am when 1 '€dSs^ ^^^^^'^ 

•'Ob, I didn't mind," said BeVitj, ^\ft»SQ.*s 
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forehead, "I understand. I was aboirt starving, you know, 
I thought you were the same." 

^'No, not starving exactly," said Victoria, "mad rather, 
terrified, like a sheep which the dog's driving. But I 
beg your pardon, Betty, I oughtn't to have done it." 

Betty put her hand gently on her companion's. 

"I understand, Vic," she said, "it's all over now; we're 
friends, aren't we?" 

Victorkt returned the pressure. That day establi^ed 
a tender link between these two. Sometimes, in the slack 
of three o'clock, they would sit side by side for a moment, 
their shoulders touching. When they met between the 
tables, running, their foreheads beaded with sweat, ttkey 
exchanged a smile. 

The customers at the P.R.R. were so many that Vic- 
toria could hardly retain an impression of them. A few 
were curious enough, in the sense that they were t3^cal. 
One comer of the rocnn was occupied during the lunch 
hour by a small group of chess players; five of the six 
boards were r^ularly captured by them. They sat there 
in couples, their eyes glued to the board, allowing the 
grease to cake slowly on their food; from time to time 
one would swallow a mouthful, scnnedmes dropping mar- 
sels on the table. Tliese he would brush away dreamily, 
his thoughts far away, two or three moves ahead. Round 
each table sat a little group of spectators who now and 
then shifted their plaites and cups from table to table 
and watched the games. At times, when a game ended, a 
table was involved in a fierce discussion: gambits, Mor- 
phy's classical games, were thrown about. On the othar 
side of the room the young domino-players noisily played 
matador, fives and threes, or plain matching, w<Mild lock 
round and mutter a gibe at the enthusiasts. 

Others were more personal. One, a repulsive individual, 
Greek or Levantine, patronised one of Betty's tables every 
day. He was fat, yellow and loud; over his invariably 
dirty hands drooped invariably dirty cufis; on (me finger 
he wore a large diamond ring. 

^% makes me mck sometimes,'' said Betty to VictcxiB, 
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^'you know he eats mih both hands and drops his food; 
he snufBes, too, as he eats^ like a pig.'' 

Another was an old man with a beautiful thin hrown 
face and white hair. He sat at a very sn^ table, so small 
that he was usually alone. Every day he ordered dry 
toast, a glass of milk and some stewed fruit. He never 
read or smoked, nor did he raise his eyes from the table. 
An ancient bookkeeper, perhaps, he lived aa some prin- 
ciple. 

Most of the P.R.R. types were scheduled, however. 
They were mainly young men or boys between fifteen and 
twenty. All were dad in blue or dark suits, wore flannel 
shirts, dickeys and no cuffs. They would congregate in 
noisy groups, talk with furious energy, and smoke Vir- 
ginian cigarettes with an air of dare-devilry. Now and 
then one of these would be sitting alone, reading unex- 
pected papers such as the Times, borrowed from the office. 
Spasmodically, too, one would be seen improving his 
mind. Victoria, within six months, noticed three starts 
on the part of one of the boys; French, bookkeeping and 
electrical engineering. 

Many were older than these. There were little groups 
of young men rather rakishly but shabbily dressed; often 
they wore a flower in their buttonhole. The old men 
were more pathetic; their faces were expressionless; they 
came to eat, not to feast. 

Victoria and Betty had many conversations about the 
customers. Every day Victoria felt her faculty of wonder 
increase; she was vaguely conscious already that men had 
a tendency to revert to types, but she did not realise the 
influence the conditions of their lives had upon them. 

"It's curious," she once said to Betty, as they left the 
depot together, "they're so much alike." 

"I suppose ttiey are," said Betty. "I wonder 'vrihy?" 

"I'm not sure," said Victoria, "but it seems to me some- 
how that they must be bom different but that th^ become 
alike because they do the same kind of work." 

"It's rather awful, isn't it?" said Betty. 

"Awful? WeU, I suppose it ia, TVMi. ^WV^^KSi 
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There's old Dry Toast, for instance. I'm sure he's been 
doing whatever he does do for thirty or forty years." 

"And'U go on doing it till he dies," murmured Betty, 

^^Or goes into the workhouse," added Victoria. A sud- 
den and horrible lucidity had come over her. "Yes, Betty, 
that's what it means. The boys are going to be like the 
old man; we see them every day becoming like him. First 
they're in the twenties and are smart and read die qx)rt- 
ing news; then they seem to get fat and don't shave every 
day, because they feel it's getting late and it doesn^ 
matter what they look like; their hair grows gr^, they 
take up chess or German, or something equally ridiculous. 
They don't get a chance. They're bom and as socm as 
they can kid: they're thrust in an ofSce to do the same 
thing every day. Nobody cares; all their employers 
want them to do is to be pnmctual and do what th^'re 
pdd tiiirty bob a week for. Soon they don't try; thqr 
die, and the employers fill ihe billet." 

"How do you know all this, Vic?" said Betty, eyeing 
her fearfully. "It seems so true." 

"Oh, I just felt it suddenly, besides . . ." Victoria hesi- 
tated. 

"But is it ri^t that they should get thirty bob a wedc 
all their lives while their employers are getting thoa- 
sands?" asked Betty, full of excitement. 

"I don't know," said Victoria slowly. Betty's voice had 
broken the diarm. She could no longer see the vision. 

CHAPTER XXI 

The days passed away horribly long. \^cto]ia was 
now an automaton; she no longer felt nmch of sorrow 
or of joy. Her home life had been reduced to a minhnum, 
for she could no longer afford the luxury of "chambers 
in the West End," as Betty put it. She had moved to 
Finsbury; where she had foimd a large attic for three 
killings a week, in a house which had fallen from tiie 
state of mansion for a dty merchant to that of tenement 
dwellmg. For the first time since ^e returned to Londoo 
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she had furnished her own room. She had bou^t out the 
former tenant for one pound. For this sum ^e had en- 
tered into possession of an iron bedstead with a straw 
mattress, a thick horse doth, an iron wadistand supplied 
with a blue basin and a white mug, an old armchair and 
red curtains. She had no sheets, which meant discom- 
fort but saved washing. A chair had cost her two shil- 
lings; she needed no cupboard as there was one in the 
wall; in lieu of a chest of drawers she had her tnmk; her 
few books were stacked in a shelf made out of the side of 
a packing case and erected by herself. She got water 
from the landing every morning except when tiie taps were 
frozen. There was no fireplace in the attic, but in the 
present state of Victoria's income this did not matt^ 
much. 

Every morning ^e rose at seven, wadied, dressed. As 
time went on she ceased to dust and sweep every morning. 
First she postponed the work to the evening, then to the 
week end. C^ Simdays she breakfasted off a stale loaf 
bought among the roar of Farrington Street the previous 
evening. A little later she introduced a ^irit lamp for 
tea; it was a revolution, even though she could never 
muster enough energy to bring in milk. 

After the first flush of possession, the horrible gloom 
of winter had engulfed her. Sometimes she sat and 
froze in the attic, and, in despair, went to bed after vainly 
trying to read Shakespeare by the light of a candle: he 
did not interest her much. At other times the roaring 
streets, the flares in the brown fog, tiie trams hurtling 
throu^ the air, thdr headli^ts bkizing, had frightened 
her back to her home. On Sundays, after luxuriating in 
bed until ten, she usually went to meet Betty who liv^ in 
the parks, or the squares, wherever grass grew. At one 
o'clock Betty would introduce her as a guest at her dub 
and feast her for eightpence on roast beef and pud<fing, 
tea, and bread and butter. Then they would start out 
once more towards the fidds, sometimes towards Hamp- 
stead Heath, or if it rained seek refuge in a muasusv^iR. ^ 
picture gallery. When they paxXied m ^^ ^^^^^'^^^'^^^ISa. 
tana kissed her affectionately, ^eltj ^wiA ^«^^si^^ 
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the elder woman in her arms, hungrily almost, and softly 
kiss her again. 

The only thing that parted these two at all was the 
mystery which Betty guessed at. She knew that Victoria 
was not like the other girls; she felt tiiat there was behind 
her friend's present condition a past of another kind, but 
when she tried to question Victoria, she foimd that her 
friend froze up. And as she loved her this was a daily 
grief; she looked at Victoria with a question in her eyes. 
But Victoria would not yield to the temptati<m of confid- 
ing in her; she had adopted a new dass and was not going 
back on it. 

Besides Betty there was no one in her life. None of 
the other girls were able to meet her on congenial ground; 
Beauty had not got her address; and, thou^ she had ins, 
she was too afraid of complicating her life to write to him. 
She had sent her address to Edward as a matter of form, 
but he had not written; apparently her desire for free- 
dom had convinced him that his sister was mad. None 
of the men at the P.R.R. nad made any decided advances 
to her. She could still catch every day a glitter in the 
eye of some youth, but her matmity discouraged flie 
boys, and the older men were mostly too deeply sunk in 
their feeding and smoking to attempt gallantry. Bcs 
sides: Victoria was no longer the cream-coloured flower 
of olden days; she was thinner; her bands, too, were be- 
coming coarse owing to her having to swab tables and 
floors; much sUmdlng and the fetid air of the smoking- 
room were making her sallow. 

Soon after Victoria entered into possession of her 
"station" she knew most of her customers, knew them, 
that is, as much as continual rushes from table to counter, 
from floor to floor, permits. The casuals, mostly young, 
left no impression; lacking money but craving variety 
these youth would patronise every day a different P.R.R., 
for they hoped to find in a novd arrangement of the 
counter, a new waitress, larger or smaller quarters, the 
•lement of variety whidi the bill of fare relentlessly denied 
^em. The older men were tnote M^M if no more 
S^^ftd. One of them was a dwitX., ^va. xcsasL, V^ic3iSB!% 
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about forty, who for some hidden reason had aroused Vic- 
toria's fiaded interest. His a|^)earance was somewhat 
peculiar. His shortness^ combined with his thinness and 
breadth, was enough to attract attrition. Standing 
hardly any more tl^ five foot five, he had dispropor- 
tionately broad shoulders, and yet they were so thin tiiat 
the bones showed bowed at die badk. Better fed, he 
would have been a bulky man. His -hair was dark, 
streaked with grey; and, as it was getting very thin and 
beginning to recede, he gave the knpression of having a 
very high forehead. His eyes were grey, set rather deep 
under thick eyebrows drawn close together into a per- 
manent frown. Under his rather coarse and irregular nose 
his mouth showed closely compressed, almost lipless; a 
curious muscular distortion had textured into it a faint 
sneer. His hands were broad, a little coarse and very 
hairy. 

Victoria could not say why she was interested in this 
man. He had no outward graces, dressed poorly and 
obviously brushed his coat but seldom; his linen, too, 
was not often quite dean. Immediately 6n atting down 
at his usual table he would open a book, prop it up against 
the sugar bowl, and begin to read. His books did not 
tell Victoria much; in two months she noted a few books 
she did not know. News from Nowhere, Fabian Essays, 
The Odyssey, and a book with a long title the biggest 
printed word of which was Nietze or Niesche. Victoria 
could never remember this word, even though her cus- 
tomer read the book every day for over a month. The 
Odyssey she had heard of, but that did not tell her any- 
thing. 

She had found out his name accidentally. One day 
he had brought down three books and had put two imder 
his seat while he read the third. Soon after he had left, 
reading still while he went irp the stairs. Victoria fotmd 
the books imder the chair. One was a Life of William 
Morris, the other the Vindication of the Rights of Women. 
On the flyleaf of each was written in bold letters "ThQt»8& 
Farwdl." 

Vktom, could not reast ^|ya»axi'R A ^Bafc^owSsa. ^sssto^ 
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her half hour for lundi. The life of WSUam Morris 
she cfid not attenqity remembermg her e^qperiences at sdhool 
with ''lives" of any kmd: they were all dull. Maiy 
Wdlstonecraft's book seemed more intorestmg, but ^ 
seemed to have to wade through so much that she had 
never heard of and to have to face a style so crabbed and 
congested that she hardly understood it. Yet, something 
in the book interested her, and it was regretfully that she 
handed the volumes back to Farwell when he called for 
them at half-past dx. He thanked her in half a dozen 
words and left. 

Farwell continued regular in his attendance. He came 
in on the stroke of one, left at half-past one exactly, lift- 
ing his pipe as he got i^. He never ^x>ke to anyone; 
when Victoria stood before his table he looked at her for 
a moment, gave his order and cast his eyes down to his 
book. 

It was about three weeks after the inddent of the boc^ 
that he ^x>ke to Victoria. As he took up the bill of fore 
he said suddenly: 

"Did you read fiie Vindication?** 

"I did glance through it," said \^ctoria, feeling, de 
did not know why, acutely imcomfortable. 

"Ah? interesting, isn't it? Pity it's so badly written. 
What do you think of it?" 

"Well, I hardly know," said Victoria reflectivdy; "I 
didn't have time to read much; what I read seemed true." 

"You think that a recommendation, eh?" said Farwdl, 
his lips parting slightly. "I'd have thought you saw 
enou^ truth about life here to like lies." 

"No," said Victoria, "I don't care for lies. The nastier 
a thing is, the better everybody should know it; Aen one 
day people will be adiamed." 

"Oh, an optimist!" sniggered Farwell. "Bless you, my 
child. Give me fillets of plaice, small white and cut" 

For several days after this Farwell took no notice of 
Victoria. He gave his order and opened his book as be- 
fore. Victoria made no advances. She had talked ban 
over wMb Betty, Tvho hod advised her to await events. 
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''You never know," sbe had remarked, as a ^ndiing 
argiunent. 

A day or two later Victoria was startled by Farwdl's 
arrival at half-past six. This had never happened before. 
The smoking-room was almost empty, as it was too lafte 
for teas and a little too early for suppers. Farwdl sat 
down at his usual table and ordered a small tea. As Vic- 
toria returned with the cup he took out a book from imder 
two otiiers and held it out. 

"Look here," he said a little nervously, "I don't know 
whether you're bui^ after tours, but perhaps you might 
like to read this." The wrinkles in hb forehead expanded 
and dilated a little. 

"Oh, thank you so much. I would like to read it," said 
Victoria with the ring of earnestness in her voice. She 
took the book; it was a battered copy of No. 5 John 
Street. 

"No. 5? What a queer title," she said. 

"Queer? not at all," said Farwell. "It only se«ns 
queer to you because it is natural and you're not used 
to that. You're a number in the P.R.R., aren't you? 
Just like the house you live in. And you're just number 
so and so; so am I. When we die fate ^oves up the next 
number and it all begins over again." 

"That doesn't sound very cheerful, does it?" said Vic- 
toria. 

"It isn't cheerful. It's merely a fact" 

"I suppose jt is,'^ said Victoria. "Nobody is ever 
missed." 

F2trwell looked at her critically. The platitude wor- 
ried him a little; it was imexpected. 

"Yes, exactly," he stammered. "Anyhow, you read it 
and let me know what you think of it." Thereupon he 
took up another book and began to read. 

When he had gone Victoria showed her prize to Betty. 

"You're getting on," said Betty with a smile. "Youll 
be Mrs. Farwell one of these days, I suppose." 

"Don't be ridiculous, Betty," siiai^)ed Victoria^ "^jtoj^ 
I'd have to wash him." ^ ^ 

"You might as wdl wasii ^ landooDLdL ^ ^ ^^"^ '^^^^ 
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Betty smoothly. "Anyhow, tfie other girls are talking." 

"Let them talk," said Victoria rather sa^ragdy, "so long 
as they don't talk to me." 

Betty took her hand gently. 

"Sony, Vic, dear," she said. "You're not angry mih 
me, are you?" 

"No, of course not, you silly," said Victoria, lau^iing. 
"There, run away, or that old gent at the endll take a 
fit." 

Farwell did not engage her in conversation for a few 
days, nor did she make any advances to him. She read 
through No. 5 John Street within three evenings; it hdd 
her with a horrible fascination. Her first plimge into 
realistic literature left her shocked as by a cold bath. In 
the early days, at Lympton, she had subsisted mainly on 
Charlotte Young and Rhoda Broughton. In India, tlie 
mess having a subscription at Mudie's, she had had good 
opyportunities of reading; but, for no particular reason, 
except peihaps that she was newly married and busy with 
regimental nothmgs, She had ceased to read anything be- 
yond the Sketch and the Sporting and Dramatic. Thus 
she had never heard of the* "common people" except as 
persons bom to minister to the needs of the rich. She 
had never felt any interest in them, for they spoke a 
language that was not hers. No. 5 John Street, coming 
to her a long time after the old happy days, when she 
herself was struggling in. the mire, was a horrible revela- 
tion; it showed her herself, and herself not as 'Tilda tow- 
ering over fate, but as Nancy withering m the in^ar 
rubber works for the benefit of the Ridler system. 

She read feverishly by the light of a cancQe. At times 
she was repelled by the vulgarity of Low Covey, by the 
grossness which seemed to revel in poverty and dirt. But 
when she cast her eyes round her own bare walls, looked 
at her sheetless bed, a shiver ran over her. 

"These are my people," she said aloud. The candle, 

damouring for Ihe snuffers, guttered, sank low, nearly 

Wient out 

Shivering again before the omen, she trimmed the yAdlL 

She returned Ae book to ¥aTw€i \>^ ^\i^%^X ^a. Hda 
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table next day. He took it witliout a word, but returned 
at balf-past six as before. 

^^Well?" be asked with a faint smile. 

"Thank you so mudi," said Victoria. "It's wonder- 
ful." 

"Wonderful, indeed? Most connnonplace, don't you 
think?" 

"(Si, no," said Victoria. "It's extraordmary, it's like 
. . . like light." 

Farwdl's eyes suddenly glittered. 

"Alh," he said dreamily, "light I li^t in this, the outer 
darkness." 

Victoria looked at him, a question in her eyes. 

"If only we could all see," he went on. "Then, as by 
a touch of a magician's wand, flowers would crowd out 
the thistles, the thistles that the asses eat and thank their 
God for. It is in our hands to make this the Happy Val- 
ley, and we make it the Valley of the Shadow of Death." 

He paused for a moment. Victoria fdt her pulse 
quicken. 

"Yes," she said, "I think I imderstand. It's because 
we don't understand that we suffer. We're not cruel, are 
we? We're stupid." 

"Stupid?" A ferocious intonation had come into Far- 
well's voice. "I should say so! Forty million men, 
women and children sweat their lives out day by day so 
that four million may live idly and become too heavy even 
to think. I could forgive them if they thought, but the 
world contains only two types: Lazarus with poor man's 
gout and Dives witii fatty degeneration of the brain." 

Victoria felt nervous. Passion shook the man's hands 
as he clutched the marble top of tiie table. 

"Mr. Farwell," she faltered, "I don't want to be stupid. 
I want to understand thmgs. I want to know why we 
slave twelve hours a day when others do nothing and, 
oh, can it be altered?" 

Farwell had started at the mention of his name. lEs 
passion had suddenly fallen. 

"Altered? Oh, yes," he stairaivec^dL, ^^^^'s.W '^^x^ 
lasts long enou|^. Sometimes 1 i2dclx&-^ ^s» ^ ^s«- ■* 
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strugglmg to get (XI top of one another, like crabs in a 
bucket . . . Like crabs in a bucket," he repeated dream- 
ily, visualising the simile. ''But I cannot draw men from 
stones," he said, smiling; ''it is not yet time for Deucalion. 
Ill bring you another book to-morrow." 

Fajwdl rose abruptly and left Victoria singularly 
stirred. He was a personality, she felt; something quite 
unusual. He was less a man than a figment, for he seemed 
top heavy almost He concentrated the hearer's atten- 
tion so much on his spoken thought that his body passed 
unperceived, receded into the distance. 

While Victoria was changing to go, the staff room some- 
how seemed darker and dirtier than ever. It was sddom 
swept and never cleaned out. The management bad 
thoughtfully provided nothing but pegs and wooden 
benches, so as to discourage loimging. Victoria was 
rather late, so that she f oimd herself ^one with Lizzie, the 
cashier. Lizzie was red-haired, very curly, plump, pink 
and white. A regular little spark. She was very popu- 
lar; her green eyes and full curved figure often caused 
a small block at the desk. 

"You look tired," she said good-naturedly. 

"Suppose I am?" said Victoria. "Aren't you?" 

"So so. Don't mind my job." 

"Mm, I suppose it isn't so bad sitting at the desk.** 

"No," said Lizzie, "pays, too." 

"Pays?" 

Lizzie flushed and hesitated. Then the desire to boast 
burst its bonds. She must tell, she must. It didn't mat- 
ter after all. A craving for admiration was on her. 

"Tdl you what," she whirred. "I get quite two and 
a kick a week out of that job." 

Victoria's eyebrows went up. 

"You know," went on Lizzie, "the boys look at me a 
bit." She simpered slightly. "Well, once one of them 
gave me half a bob with a bob check. He was looking at 
me In the eye, wdll that mashed, I can tell you he locked 
Jike a boiled fish. Sort of inspiration came over me." 
Sue stopped. 
''WeU?'' asked Victoria, ie^aft «i ^XA^ t«pw»&. 
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''Well . . . I . . . I gave him one half crown and three 
two-bob pieces. Smiled at him. He boned the money 
quick enough, wanted to touch my hand, you see. Never 
saw it." 

Victoria thought for a moment. "Hien you gave him 
eight and six instead of nine shillings?" 

"YouVe hit it Bless you, he never knew. Mashed, I 
can tell youJ' 

"Then you did him out of sixpence?" 

"Rigjht. Comes off once in three. Say *sorry' when 
I'm caught and smile and it's all right. Never try it 
twice on the same man." 

"I call that stealing," said Victoria coldly. 

"You can call it what you like," snarled Lizzie. 
"Everything's stealing. What's buaness? getting a quid 
for what costs you a tanner. I'm putting a bit extra on 
my wages." 

Victoria shrugged her shoulders. She might have 
argued with Lizzie as she had once argued with Gertie, 
but the vague truth that liurked in Lizzie's economics had 
deprived her of argument. Could theft sometimes be 
something else than theft? Were all things theft? And 
above all, did the acceptance of a woman's hand as bait 
justify the hooking of a sixpence? 

As Victoria left for home that night she felt restless. 
She could not go to bed so soon. She walked throu^ 
the silent city lanes; meeting nothing, save now and then 
a cat on the prowl, or a policeman trying doors and flash- 
ing his bull's eye through the gratings of banks. The 
crossing at Mansion House was still busy with the pro- 
cession of omnibuses converging at the feet of the Duke 
of Wellington. Drays, too heavily loaded, rumbled slowly 
past towards Liverpool Street. She turned northwards, 
walked quickly through the desert. At Liverpool Street 
station ^e stopped in the blaze of light. A few doors 
away stood a touting butcher praying the passers-by to 
buy his pretty meat. Further: a fishmonger's stall, an 
array of glistening black shapes on white marble^ a toh^s^- 
conist, a jeweller — all aglow witli coTNasjca&a^Xss&^x. ^^ 
over aH, the blazing li^t ol aic \«QCKps», ^accAsx -^^»kb. -ks^ 
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unending stream of motor cabs, lorries, onmibises passed 
in kalddosa^ic colours. In the full glare of a lamp post 
stood a woman, her feet in the gutter. She was short, 
stimted, dirty and thin of face and body. Round her 
wretched frame a filthy black coat was ti^tly buttoned; 
her muddy skirt seemed almost falling from her shrunken 
hips. Crushed on her sallow face, hiding all but a few 
wisps of hair, was a battered black straw hat With one 
arm she carried a child, thin of face, too, and golden- 
haired. On its upper lip a crusted sore gleamed red and 
brown. In her other hand she hdd out a tin lid, in which 
were five boxes of matches. 

Victoria looked at the silent watcher cmd passed <m. 
A few minutes later she remembered her and a fearful 
flood of insight rushed upon her. The child? Then this, 
this creature had known love? A man had kissed «those 
shrivelled lips. Something like a thrill of disgust ran 
through her. That such filings as these could love and 
mate and bear children was unq)eakable; the very touch 
of them was loathsome, their love akin to unnatural vice. 

As she walked further into Shoreditch the inq>ression of 
horror grew on her. It was not that the lanes and little 
streets abutting into the High Street were full of tenors 
when pitch dark, or more sinister still in the pale ydloiw 
light of a single gas lamp; the High Street itself, filled 
with men and women, most of them shabby, some loudly 
dressed in crude colours, shouting, laughing, jostling one 
another off the foot-path was more terrible, for its joy of 
life was brutal as the joy of the pugilist vAio feds his 
opponent's teeCh crunch imder his fist. 

At a comer, near a public house blazing with limits, a 
small crowd watched two women viibc were about to fi^bt 
They had not come to blows yet; thdr dud was purdy 
Homeric. Victoria listened with greedy horror to the ter^ 
rible recurrence of half a dozen words. 

A child squirmed through the crowd, crying, and caug^ 
<we of the fighters by her skirt. 
'Xeavego . . . HI rive liie goto cwX. c? ^«r 
With a smng of the body libfc -vromaxv ^bdX. ^Qwb €dS^ 
^y^g into Uie gutter. Victona \»amedL tewv ^a^fc ^s^ 
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She made towards the West now, between the gin shops, 
the barrows under their blazing naphtha lamps. She was 
afraid, horribly afraid. 

Sitting alone in her attic, her hands crossed before her, 
questions intruded upon her. Why all this pain, tiiis vio- 
lence, by the side of life's graces? Could it be that one 
went witii the other, indissolubly ? And could it be altered 
before it was too late, before the earth was flooded, over- 
whehned with pain? 

She slipped into bed and drew the horsecloth over her 
ears. The world was best shut out 

CHAPTER XXII 

Thomas Farwell collected three volumes from his 
desk, two pamphlets and a banana. It was six o'clock and, 
the partners having left, he was his own master half an 
hour earlier than usual. 

''You off?" said the junior from tiie other end of the 
desk. 

"Yes. Half an hour to the good." 

"What's the good of half an hour?" said the youth 
superciliously. 

"No good unless you think it is, like everything dse,'^ 
said Farwdl. "Besides, I may be run over by half-past 
six." 

"Cheerful as ever," remarked the junior, bending his 
head down to the petty cash balance. 

Farwell took no notice of him. Ten times a day he 
cursed himself for wasting words upon this troglod3rte. 
He was a youtib long as a day's starvation, with a bul- 
bous forehead, stooping narrow shoulders and narrow lips; 
his shape resemblc^i (that of an old potato. He peered 
through his glasses with watery eyes hardly darker than 
his grey face. 

"Good night," said Farwell curtly. 

"Cheer, oh I" said the junior. ^, ,j. 

Farwell slammed the door bebiadlMm., ^^^^^'^^^ 
to skip down the stairs, not tiaX «sv'J^^\'^^^^\.. ^ 
pleasant bad happened bixt becaxisfc «afc\ie^^ "^^ 
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tolph's were pealing out a chime of freedom. It was six. 
He had nothing to do. Hie best thing was to go to 
Moorgate Street and take the books to Victoria. On sec- 
ond Noughts, no^ he would wait. Six o'dock mi^t still 
be a busy time. 

Farwdl walked down the narrow lane from Bish(q»- 
gate into St. Botolph's churchyard. It was a dank and 
dreary evening, dark already. The wind swept ova: the 
paths in little whirlwinds. Dejected sparrows sought 
scraps of food among the ancient graves where ofBce boys 
munch buns and read of wood-carving and desperate aid- 
venture. He sat down on a seat by the ^de of a shape 
that slept, and opened one of the books, though it was too 
dark to read. The shape lifted an eyelid and looked at 
him. 

Farwell turned over the pages listlessly. It was a his- 
tory of revolutionists. For some reason he hated them 
to-day, all of them. Jack Cade was a boor, Cromwdl a 
tartuffe, Bolivar a politician, Maz2nni a theorist. It would 
bore Victoria. 

Farwell brougjit himself up with a jerk. He was think- 
ing of Victoria too often. As he was a man who faced 
facts he told himself quite plainly that he did not intaid 
to fall in love with her. He did not feel capable of love; 
he hated most people, but did not believe that a good 
hater was a good lover. 

"Qever, of course," he muttered, "but no woman is 
everlastingly clever. I won't risk finding her out." 

The shape at his side moved. It was an old man, filthy, 
dad in blackened rags, with a matted beard. Farwdl 
gtenced at him and tinned away. 

"I'd have you poisoned if I could," he thought. Then 
he returned to Victoria. Was she worth educating? And 
suppo^g she was educated, what then? She would be- 
come discontented, instead of brutalised. The latt^ was 
the happier state. Or she would fall in love mih hSm^ 
when he would give her short shrift. What a pity, A 
tiny wave of sentiment flowed into FarwdPs soul. 
''aever, clever," he thou^t, "«i ^X^i'^ Wosfc, baUeSr 
-'^^e^ a fox terrier." 
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"Gov'nOT," croaked a voice beside him. 

Farwdl turned quickly. The diape was alive, then, 
curse it. 

"Wdl, what d'you want?" 

"Give us a copper, gov'nor, I'm an old man, can't work. 
S'dp me, Gawd, gov'nor, 'aven't 'ad a bite. . . ." 

"That'll do, you fool," snarled Farwell, "why the hdl 
don't you go in and get it in gaol?" 

"Yer don't mean that, gov'nor, do yer?" whined tiie old 
man, "I always kep' mysdf respectable; 'ere, look at these 
'ere testimonials, gov'nor, . . ." He drew from his coat 
a disgusting object, a bundle of papers tied togetiber i^th 
string. 

"I don't want to see them," said Farwdl. "I woiddn't 
employ you if I could. Why don't you go to the work- 
house?" 

The old man almost bridled. 

"Why? Because you're a stuck up. D'you hear? 
You're proud of being poor. That's about as vulgar as 
bragging because you're rich. If you and all the likes 
of you went into tiie House, you'd reform the system in 
a week. Understand?" 

The old man's eyes were fixed on the ^)eaker, uncom- 
prdiending. 

"Better still, go and throw any bit of dirt you pick up 
at a policeman," continued Fawdl. "See he gets it in &e 
moudi. You get locked up. Suppose a million of the likes 
of you do the same, what d'you think happens?" 

"I dunno," said the old man. 

"Wdl, your penal system is bust. If you offend the 
law you're a criminal. But what's the law — ^the opinion 
of the majority. If the majority goes against the law, 
then the minority becomes criminal. The world's upside 
down." Farwdl smiled. "The world's upside down," he 
said softly, licking his lips. 

"Give us a copper for a bed, guv'nor," said the old 
man dully. 

"What's the good of a bed to you?" exQlodfiil ^^s:^<S^ 
''Why don't you have a diuokV^ 
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'I'm a teetotaller, guv'nor; always kep' mysdf reqpec- 
taUe." 

"Respectable! You're earning the wages of re^>ecta- 
bility, that is death," said Farwell with a wolfish lau^. 
"AWiy, man, can't you see you're on the wrong tads.? 
We don't want any more of you re^)ecta!bles. We want 
pirates, vampires. We want all this society of yours 
rotted by internal canker, so that we can build a new 
one. But we must rot it first. We aren't going to work 
on a sow's ear." 

"Give us a copper, guv'nor," moaned the old man. 

Farwdl took out sixpence and laid it on the seat "Now 
then," he said, "you can have this if you'll swear to blow 
it in drink." 

"I will, s'e^ me Gawd," said the old man eagerly. 

Farwell pushed the coin towards him. 

"Take it, teetotaller," he sneered, "your re^)ectable 
system of bribery has bought you for si3q)«ice. Now let 
me see you go into that pub." 

The old man clutched the sixpence and staggered to his 
feet. Farwell watched the swing doors of the pubUc bar 
at the end of the passage dose behind him. Then fae got 
up and walked away; it was about time to go to Moor- 
gate Street. 

As he entered the smoking-room, Victoria blushed. The 
man moved her, stimulated her. When she saw him she 
felt like a body meetmg a soul. He sat down at his 
usual place. Victoria brought him his tea, and laid it 
before him without a word. Nelly, lolling in anotiier 
comer, kicked the ground, looking away insolently from 
the elaborate wink of one of the scullions. 

"Here, read these," said Farwell, pushing two of the 
books across the table. Victoria pidked them up. 

^'Looking Backwards?" she said. "Oh, I don't want to 
do that It's forward I want to go." 

"A laudable sentiment," sneered Farwell, "the theory 

of every Simday Scfaod in the coimtry, and the practioe 

of none. However, youll find it fairly soul-fiUing as en 

vnintdligent anticipation. PersaaalWv 1 pxfcfet ^<t other. 

Z?emos is good stuff, for Oissixig ^nesoX idDora^ ^Q[^ %sft? 
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\^ctoria quickly mdked away. Farwell looked sur- 
prised for a secondy then saw the manageress on the 
stairs. 

"Fau^," he muttered, ''if the world's a stage I'm play* 
ing the part of a low intriguer." 

He sipped his tea meditativdy. In a few minutes Vic- 
toria returned. 

"Thank you," she whispered. "It's good of you. 
You're teaching me to live." 

Farwell looked at her critically. 

"I don't see mudh good in that," he said, "unless you've 
got something to live for. One of our philosophers says 
you live either for experience or the race. I reconmi^d 
the former to mysdf, and to you nothing." 

"Why shouldn't I live for anything?" she asked. 

"Because life's too dear. And its pleasures are not 
white but piebald." 

"I understand," said Victoria, "but I must live." 

"Je n'en vols pas la nicessitS" quoted Farwell, smiling. 
"Never mind what that means," he added, "I'm only a 
pessimist." 

The next few weeks seemed to create in Victoria a new 
personality. Her reading was so carefully selected that 
every line toid. Farwell knew the himdred best books for 
a working girl; he had a large library composed mostly 
of battered copies squeezed out of his daily bread. Vic- 
toria's was the appetite of a gorgon. In another month 
she had absorbed Odd Women, An Enemy of the People, 
The Doll's HotiSjS^f Alton Locke, and a translation of 
Germinal, Every night she read with an intensity which 
made her forget that March chilled her to the bone; por- 
ing over the book, her eyes a few inches from the candle, 
she soaked in rebellion. When the cold nipped too dose 
into her she would get up and wrap hersdf in the horse- 
doth and read wid^ savage af^lication, rushing to tiie 
core of the thought. She was no student, so she would 
skip a hard word. Besides, in tibose moods, when the 
^irit bounds in the body like a caged bird, '^^x^'«xfc\^^-» 
not understood. 

Betty was still hovering To\md "hec, ^ ^eoflkfc >^«5»k^ 
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She knew wbat was going on and was frightened. A new 
Victoria was rising before her, a woman very charming 
still, but extraordinary, incomprehensible. Often Victoria 
woidd snub her savagdy, then take her hand as th^ stood 
together at the counter bawling for food and drink. And 
as Victoria grew hard and strong Betty worshipped ha: 
BK>re as she would have worshipped a strong man. 

Yet Betty was not happy. Victoria lived now in a state 
of excitement and htmger for solitude. She took no in- 
terest in things that Betty could xmderstand. Their Sun- 
day walks had. been ruthlessly cut now and tiben, for tiie 
fury was upon Victoria when eating the fruits of the tree. 
When they were together now Victoria was preoccupied; 
she no longer listened to the dub gossip, nor did she ask 
to be told once more the story of Betty's early days. 

^'Do you know you're sweated?" she said suddenly one 
day. 

^'Sweated?" she said. "I thought only people in the 
East End were sweated." 

"The world's one big East End," snapped iVictwia. 

Betty shivered. Farwell might have said that. 

"You're sweated if you get two poimds a week/* con- 
tinued Victoria. "You're sweated when you buy a loaf, 
sweated when you ride in a bus, sweated when th^ cre- 
mate you." 

"I don't understand," said Betty. 

"All profits are sweated," quoted Victoria from a 
pamphlet. 

"But people must make profits," protested Betty. 

"What for?" asked Victoria. 

"How are people to live unless they make profits?" said 
Betty. "Aren't our wages profits?" 

Victoria was nonplused for a moment and became in- 
volved. "No, our wages are only wages; profit is tiie 
excess over our wages." 

"I don't understand," said Betty. 

"Never mmd," said Victoria, "111 ask Mr. Farwdl; 
AeHJ make it dear." 
Betty shot a dark blue glance ^l\i«c. 
''Vic, " she said softly, "1 timk lAx- ^«w«l . • r 
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Then she changed her mind. '1 can't, I can't," she 
thought. She crushed the jealous words down and 
plunged. 

"Vic, darlmg," she faltered, "I'm afraid you're not 
wdl. No, and not happy. I've been thinking of some- 
thing; why shouldn't I leave the dub and come and live 
with you?" 

Victoria looked at her critically for a moment 9ie 
thought of her independence, of this affection hovering 
round her, sweet, dangerously dmging. But Betty's blue 
eyes were wet. 

"You're too good a pal for me, Betty," die said in a 
low voice. "I'd make you miserable." 

"No, no," cried Betty impulsively. "I'd love it, Vic, 
dear, and you would go <»i reading and do what you like. 
Only let me be with you." 

Victoria's hand tiglhtened on her friend's arm. 

"Let me think, Betty dear," she said. 

Ten days later, Betty having won her point, the great 
move was to take place at seven o'dock. It certainly 
lacked solemnity. For three days preceding the great 
dmnge Betty had hurried away from the P.R.R. on the 
stroke of nine, quickly kissing Victoria and saying she 
ooiddn't wait as she. must pack. Clearly her wardrobe 
could not 'be disposed of in a twinkling. Yet, on moving 
day, at seven o'dock sharp (the carrier having been 
thouglhtfully commanded to deliver at five) a tin trunk 
kept together by a rope, a tiny bath muzzled with a cur- 
tain, and a hat box loudly adverting somebody's tea, 
were dumped on the doorstep. The cart drove off, leaving 
the two girls to make terms with a loafer. The latter 
compromised for fouipence, slammed their door behind 
him and hurried down the creaking stairs. Betty threw 
herself into Victoria's arms. 

Those first 6ays were sweet. Betty rejoiced like a 
lover in possession of a long-desired mistress; stripping 
off her blouse and looking very pretty, showing her white 
neck and slim arms, she strutted about the atdc ^k^^3ev ^ 
hammer in her hand and her T(M>\)£ti t\3^ o\ t^sz^^^ ^5l "^j^ 
an evenmg to hang the cuitam \ftas3cL\»^ xMoai^^w- 
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bath; Betty^ art treasures, an oleograph of '^Btdbbles" 
and another of ''I'se Biggest," were cmmingly hung by 
Victoria so that die could not see them on waking up. 

Betty was active now as a wiU o' the wi^. Sie in- 
vented little feasts, expendve Sunday suppers of fried 
fish and diips, produced a basket of oranges at three a 
penny; thanks to her there was now milk with the tea. 
In a moment of enthiisiasm Victoria heard her murmur 
something about keeping a cat. In fact &e only tiling 
that marred her life at afi was Victoria's absorption in her 
reading. Often Betty would go to bed and stay awake^ 
watching Victoria at the table, her fingers ravelling her 
hair, reading with an intentness that fri^tened her. She 
woidd watch Victoria and see her face grow paler, except 
at the cheeks where a flush woidd rise. A wild look would 
come into her eyes. Sometimes she would get up sud- 
denly and, thrusting her hair out of her eyes, walk up and 
down, muttering things Betty could not understand. 

One nig!ht Betty woke up suddenly, and saw Victoria 
standing in the moonlight clad only in her ni^tgcywn. 
Words were surging from her lips. 

"It's no good. ... I can't go on. ... I can't go oil 
until I die or somebody marries me. ... I won't marry: 
I won't do it. . . . Why should I sdl mysdf? • . . at 
any rate why should I sdl myself cheaply?" 

There was a pause. Betty sat up and looked at faer 
friend's wild face. 

"What's it all mean after all? I'm only bdng used. 
Sucked dry like an orange. By and by they'll throw flie 
peel away. Talk of brotherhood! . . . It's war, war . . . 
It's dimbing and fighting to get on top . • • like crabs 
in a bucket, like crah^ . . ." 

"Vic," screamed Betty. 

Victoria started like a somnambulist aroused and looked 
at her vagudy. 

"Come bade to bed at once," cried Betty with inspired 

firmness. Victoria obeyed. Betty drew her down beside 

her under the horsedo& and tibrew her arms round her; 

Victorians body was cold as Ice. SAi^i^i^acii^ ^e burst into 

^tsis; and Betty, tcnn os ii she sk<n ^ ^M^i&%«»Bi^fraa^ 
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wepty too. Qosdy k>cked in <me another's aims Oiey 
solbhed themselves to sleep. 

CHAPTER XXm 

Every day now Victoria's brain grew dearer and ber 
body weaker. A sullen ^rit of revolt blended with fa<^- 
rible depression was upon her, but ^e was getting thinner, 
paler; dark rings were forming round her eyes. She knew 
pain now; perpetual weariness, twitchings in the ankles, 
stabs just above -the knee. Li horrible listlessness she 
dragged her weary feet over the tiled floor, re^>onding to 
commands like the old cab horse which can hardly feel the 
whip. In this mood, growing churlish, she repulsed Betty, 
avoided Farwell and tried to seclude hersdf. She no 
longer walked Holbom or the Strand where life went by, 
but sought the mean and silent streets, where n<me could 
see her shamble or where none would care. 

One ni^t, when she had left at six, she painfully 
crawled home and up into the attic At half^ast nine 
the door opened and Betty came in; the room was in 
darkness, but something oppressed her; she went to the 
mantelpiece to look for the matches, her fingers trembling. 
For an eternity she seemed to fumble, the q>pression grow- 
ing; she felt that Victoria was in the room, and could only 
hope that she was asleep. With a great effort of her will 
she lit the candle before turning round. Then she gave 
a short, sharp scream. 

Victoria was lying across &e bed dressed in her bodice 
and petticoat. She had tucked this up to her knees and 
taken off her stockings; her legs himg dead white over the 
edge. At her feet was the tin bath full of water. Betty 
ran to tibe bed, choking almost, and clasped her friend 
rotmd the neck. It was some seconds before she thougjht 
of wetting her face. After some minutes Victoria returned 
to consciousness and opened her eyes; she groaned slightly 
as Betty lifted up her legs and straightened her on the 
bed. 

It was then that Betty noticed liSae ^cd^goifdaL -w^^Raasecs^ 
of Victoria's leg^ They were covei^ ^wAi ^ T«te«^s^ ^ 
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veins, some nanow and pale blue in ookmr, otfaen danker, 
protrudkig and swollen; on the left calf one of the veins 
stood out like a rope. The unaccustomed sig^ filled her 
with the honor bred of a mysterious disease. She was 
delicate, but had never been saiously ill; this si^ filled 
her with physical rq>ulsion. For her the ugliness of it 
meant foulness. For a moment she almost hated Victoria, 
but the sig^t of the tin bath full of wato: cut her to the 
heart; it told her that Victoria, maddened by mystnious 
pain, had tried to assuage it by bathing her legs in the 
cold water. 

Little by little Victoria came round; Ae smBed at 
Betty. 

''Did I famt, Betty dear?" she asked. 

"Yes, dear. Are you better now?" 

"Yes, I'm better; it doesn't hurt now.** 

Betty could not rq>ress a question. 

"Vic," she said, "what is it?" 

"I don't know," said Victoria fearfully, then more cheer- 
ily, 

"I'm tired, I suppose. I shall be all right to-monow." 

Then Betty refused to let her talk any more, and soon 
Victoria slept by her side the sle^ of exhaustion. 

The next morning Victoria insisted upon going to the 
P.R.R. in ^ite of Betty suggesting a doctor. 

"Can't risk losing my job," she said, lau^mig. "Be- 
sides, it doesn't hurt at all now. Look." 

Victoria lifted up her nightshirt. Her calves were again 
perfectly white and smooth; the thin network of veins 
had surdc in again and ^owed blue imder the skin. Alcme 
one vein on the left leg seemed dark and angry. Victoria 
felt so well, however, that she agreed to meet Farwell at 
a quarter past nine. Hiis was their second expedition, 
and the idea of it was a stimulant. He went with her vp 
to Finsbury Pavement and stopped at a small Italian 
restaurant. 

"Come in here and have some coffee," he said, 'Hfaey 
Aave wmters here; Ihatll be a change." 
Vilctoria followed him in. They saX. ^V ^«csfflMe4iagped 
MfJe^ Sooded with lij^t by incsDdfiacsDX. \e&. \fiL ^Qui 
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glare the Tvaiters seemed blacker, smaller and more stunted 
than by the Ug^t of day. Their faces were pallid, with a 
touch of green: their hair and moustaches were almost 
blue black. Their energy was that of automata. Victoria 
looked at them, melting with pity. 

"There's a life for you," said Farwdl, interpreting her 
look. "Sixteen hours' work a day in an atmo^ere of 
stale food. For meals, {date scourings. For sleep and 
time to get to it, eight hours. For living, the rest of <&e 
day." 

"It's awful, awful," said Victoria. "They might as wdl 
be dead." 

"They wiD be soon," said Farwell, "but what does that 
matter? There are plenty of waiters. In the shadow of 
the olive groves to-nigjht in far off Calabria, at the base 
of the vine-dad hills, couples are walking hand in hand, 
with passion ilashmg in their eyes. Brown peasant boys 
are clasping to their breast young girls wiUi dark hair, 
white teeth, red lips, hearts that beat and quiver with 
ecstasy. They tell a tale of love and hope. So we shall 
not be short of waiters." 

"Why do you -sneer at everyfliing, Mr. Farwell?" said 
Victoria. "Gan't you see anj^thing in life to make it worth 
while?" 

"No, I cannot say I do. The pursuit of a living debars 
me from the enjoyments that make Uving wor£ while. 
But never mind me: I am over without having bloomed. 
I brought you here to talk of you, not of me." 

"Of me, Mr. Farwell?" asked Victoria. "What do you 
want to know?" 

Farwell leaned over the table, toyed with the sugar and 
helped himself to a piece. Then, without lookmg at her: 

"What's the matter with you, Victoria?" he a&ed. 

"Matter with me? What do you mean?" said Victoria, 
too disturbed to notice the use of her Christian name. 

The man scrutinised her carefully. "You're ill," he 
said. "Don't protest. You're thin; there are purple 
pockets under your eyes; yom: underlip is twUtad ^wfi&k 
pain, and you Ump." ,^^ 

Vktoria fdt a spasm of anger. TVMKce ^wa& ^^2Sl xD^^i» 
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the ghost of vanity. But ^e looked at Farwdl before 
answering; there was gentleness in his eyes. 

''Well," she said slowly, ''if you must know, peiliaps 
there is something wrong. Fains." 

"\;Wiere?" he asked. 

"In the legs/' she said after a pause. 

"Ah, swellings?" 

Victoria bridled a little. This man was laying bare 
something, tearing at a secret 

"Are you a doctor, Mr. Farwell?" she asked col(fly. 

"That's all rigjit," he said rou^ly, "it doesn't need 
much learning to know what's the matter with a girl wbo 
stands for eleven hours a day. Are the vdns of your 1^ 
swollen?" 

"Yes," said Victoria with an effort. She was fright- 
ened; ^e forgot to resent this wrenching at the privaqr 
of her body. 

"Ah; when do they hurt?" 

"At night. They're all right in the morning." 

"You've got varicose veins, Victoria. You must gfve 
up your job." 

"I can't,^ whispered the girl hoarsdy. "I've got noth- 
ing else." 

"Exactly. Either you go on and are a cripple for life 
or you stop and starve. Yours is a disease of occupation, 
purely a natural consequence of your work. Perfectly 
nonmil, perfectly. It is undesirable to encourage laziness; 
there are girls starving to-day for lack of woii:, but it 
would never do to reduce your hours to d^t. It woidd 
interfere with the P.R.R. ^vidends." 

Victoria looked at him without feeling. 

"What am I to do?" Ae asked at length. 

"Go to a hospital," said Farwell. "These instituti<ms 
are run by the wealthy \^o pay two guineas a year ran- 
som for a tibousand pounds of profits and get in ihe bar- 
gain a fine sense of dvic duty done. No doubt the direc- 
tors of the P.R.R. contribute most generously." 

"J can't give up my job," said Victoria duUy. 

'^Pezbaps they'll give you a stiodsin^^" ^aSA ¥«r?rd^ **or 
^f^ it you, lettSng you pay m IxkstflitecuaaX:^ ^ %aX^^)^f^\)i^ 
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not pauperised. This is called training in 
also self-help." 

Victoria got up. She could bear it no longer. Farwdl 
saw her home and made her promise to apply for leave to 
see the doctor. As the door closed behmd her he stood 
still for some minutes on the doorstep, fillmg his pipe. 

"Well, wdl," he said at length, "the Government miglht 
tinnk of that lethal chamber — ^but no, that would nevar 
do, it would deplete the labour market and hamper the 
commercial development of the Empire." 

He walked away, a crackling little laugh floating behind 
him. The faint light of a lan^ fell on his bowed head 
and shoulders, making him look like a Titan bom a 
dwarf. 

Two days later Victoria went to the Carew. She had 
never before set foot in a hospital. Such intercourse as 
she had had with doctors was figured by discreet inter- 
views in dark studies filled with unspeakably ugly and re- 
assuringly solid furniture. Those doctors had patted her 
hand, said she needed a little change or may be a tonic. 
At the Carew, fed as it is by the misery of two square 
miles of North East London, the revelation of pain was 
dazzling, apocalyptic. Tlie sight of the benches crowded 
with women and dhildren — ^some pale as corpses, others 
flushed with fever, some with faces bandaged or disfig- 
ured by sores — almost made her sick. They were packed 
in serried rows; tiiie children almost all cried per^stently, 
except here and there a baby, who looked with frightful 
fixity at the glazed roof. From all this chattering crowd 
of the condemned rose a stendh of iodoform, per^iration, 
unwashed bodies, tibe acrid smell of poverty. 

The little red-haired Scotdi doctor dismissed Victoria's 
case in less than one minute. 

"Varicose veins. Always wear a stocKng. Here's your 
form. Settle terms at the truss office. Don't stand on 
your feet. Oh, what's your occupation?" 

"Waitress at the P.R.R., ar." 

"Ah, himi. You must give it iq)." 

"I can't, sir." 

*'It^s your risk. Come agB&ii \a ^. TGLdc^QEvT 
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^^ctoria paDed up bar stoddng^^ Walkiiig ia a dream 
flbe went to the truss office ^fbm a man ui c aam e il ber 
calvesw ^le fdt mmib and indifferent as to Ibe ru M WiHC 
ol ber bod3r. Tbe man locked eu quiiin g^ at Ae kft 
calf. 

''VM. iar tbe kft,'' be called over bis sboidder to die 
dJerk. 

At twelve o^dod^ she was in tbe P.R«R^ revived by die 
familku' atmo^ere. Sbe even relied one oi ibe old 
chess players on a strike of iQ-hidL Towards four o'clock 
ber a^kks heg^ to twitch. 

CHAPTER XXIV 

Through all these anxious times, Betty watched over 
Victoria with the devotion that is bom of love. There was 
in the girl a reserve of maternal sweetness equalled only 
by the courage she showed every day. Slim and d^cate 
as she Veemed, there was in Betty's thin body a strength 
all nervous but enduring. Stie (Ud not complain, thou^ 
driven eleven or twelve iiours a day by the eyes of the 
manageress; those eyes were sharp as a goad, but she 
went chcerftiUy. 

In a sense Betty was happy. The work did not weig^ 
too heavily upon her; there was so much humility in her 
that she did not resent the roughness of her companicms. 
Nelly could snub her, trample at times on her like the 
cart horse she was; the manageress, too, could freeze ber 
with a look, the kitchen staff disregard her humble re- 

auests for teas and procured for her tibe savage bullying of 
le customers, yet she remained placid enough. 

"It's a hard life," she once said to Victoria, *1)ut I sup- 
pose it^s got to be." This was her philosophy. 

"But don't you want to get out of it?" cried Victoria 
the militant. 

"I don't know," said Betty. "I ma^t marry." 

"Marry," sniffed Victoria. "You seem to tMnk mar- 
ilage is the only way out for women." 

''Well, isn^ it?" asked Betty. "^«tex. disft fe «!«»?'' 
And for tbe life of her Victona coxfi^ t)«A. ^sdl^ vsct^wi 
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occupation for an unskilled girl. Milliners, dressmakers, 
derks, typists, were all fri^tfully underpaid and over- 
work«i; true there were women doctors, but who cared to 
employ them? And teachers, but they earned the wages 
of virtue's neglect. Besides, it was too late; both Vic- 
toria and Betty were unskilled, condemned by their sex to 
low pay and hard work. 

"It's fri^tful, frightful," cried Victoria. "The only use 
we are is to do the dirty work. Men don't char. Of 
course we may marry, if we can, to any of those gods if 
they'll share with us their thirty bob a week. Talk of 
slavesi They're better off than we." 

Betty looked upon all this as rather ^dld, as a conse- 
quence of Victoria's illness. Her view was that it didn't 
do to complain, and that the only thing to do was to make 
the best of it. But she loved Victoria, and it was almost a 
voluptous joy for her to help her friend to undress every 
night, to tempt her with little offerings oi fruit and flow- 
ers. When they woke up, Betty would draw her friend 
into her arms and cover her face with gentle kisses. 

But as Victoria grew worse, stiffer, and slower, respond- 
ing ever more reluctantly to the demands made upon her 
all day at the P.R.H., Betty was conscious of horrible 
anxiety. Sometimes her imagination would conjure up a 
Victoria helpless, wasted, bedridden, and her heart seemed 
to stop. But her devotion was proof against egoism. 
Whatever happened, Victoria ^ould not starve if she had 
to pay the rent and feed herself on nine shillings or so a 
week until she was well again and beautiful as she had 
been. Her anxiety increasing, she mustered up courage 
to interview Farwell, whom she hated jealously. He had 
ruined Victoria, she thought — ^made her wild, discontented, 
rebellious against the incurable. Yet he knew her, and 
at any rate she must talk about it to somebocfy. So she 
mustered up courage to ask him to meet her at nine. 

"Well?" said Farwell. He did not like Betty mudi. 
He included her among the poor creatures, the rubble. 

"Oh, Mr. Farwell, what's going to happen to VvcisscaS?' 
cried Betty, with tears in loec \ckfc. Tosai ^^ ^^5^>s«. 
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hand against tbe raOingi ct Tbubary Cbob. She had 
p fq wr e d a dignified little ^)eediy and bar saffoing had 
imnt from her. The in£gnity of it 

**liappea? Tbe usual thing in these cases. Shell get 
worse; the veins win burst and she'll be ompled for 
Hfe/' 

Betty looked at him, her eyes blazing with rage. 

''How dare you, how daie you?'' she growled. 

Farwdl laugjied 

''My dear young lady," he said smoothly, "it needs no 
doctor U> tell you what is wanted. Victoria must stcq^ 
work, Ke up, be well fed, live in the country, pohaps, and 
her ^irits mus^^be raised. To this effect I would suggest 
a pretty house, flowers, books, some music, say a hundred- 
guinea grand piano, some pretty pictures. So that she 
may improve in health it b desii^le that she should have 
servants. These may gain varicose vdns by waiting on 
her, but tfiat is by the way." 

Betty was weeping now. Tear after tear rolled down 
her cheeks. 

'*But all this costs money," continued Farwdl, "and, 
as you are aware, bread is very dear and flesh and blood 
very cheap. Humanity finds the extraction of gold a toil- 
some process, whilst the production of diildren is a nor- 
mal recreation which eclipses even the charms of alcohol. 
There, my child, you have the problem; and there is only 
one radical solution to it." 

Betty looked at him, intuitively guessing the horrible 
suggestion. 

"The solution," said Farwdl, "is to complain to the 
doctor of insomnia, get him to prescribe laudanum end 
dnk your capital in the purchase of half a pint One's 
last investment is generally one's best." 

"Oh, I can't bear it, I can't bear it," wailed Betty. 
'*She's so beautiful, so clever." 

'i4A, yes,'' said Farwdl in his dreamy manner, "but 
then you see when a woman doestf\. Tft»rrj« • • !* '^^ 
A«*e off, his eyes fixed on the ^gx^ v^^^msoX. ^'^Tofc 
^*n« ^11 come, Betty, when the «ii«ci ^^>^V^ 
«r eternal bed. but ttie fairy Aand ^Aiete ^o^jV^^^ww 
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will grow. Ahl it will be jo3rful, joyful, this crop of flow- 
ers bom from seas of blood." 

'^Btrty now, now, what can we do with her?" cried 
Betty. 

'^I have no other suggestion if she will not fight/' 
growled Farwdl in his old manner. '^She must suSl or 
swim. If she sinks she's to blame, I su|^x>se. In a world 
of pirates and cut-throats she will have elected to be a 
saint, and the martyr's crown will be hers. If suicide is 
not to her taste, I would recommend her to resort to what 
is called criminal practices. Being ill, she has magnificent 
advantages if she wishes to start business as a begging-let^ 
ter writer; bmrglary is not suitable for women, but there 
are splendid openings for confidence tricksters and shop- 
lifting would be a fine profesaon if it were not over- 
crowded by the upper middle classes." 

Betty dabbed her eyes vigorously. Her mouth tight- 
ened. She looked despairin^y at tibe desolate half circle 
of London Wall Buildings and Salisbury House. Then 
she gave Farwell her hand for a moment and hturiedly 
walked away. As she entered the attic the candle was 
still burning. Victoria was in bed and had forgotten it; 
she had already fallen mto stertorous sleep. 

Next morning Victoria got up and dressed alently. She 
did not seem any worse; and with this Betty was content, 
thouglh she only got short answers to her questions. All 
that day Victoria seemed well enough. She walked spring- 
ily; at times she exchanged a quick joke with a customer. 
She laughed even when a young man, carried away for a 
moment beyond the ^irit of food which reigned supreme 
in the P.R.R., toudied her hand and looked into her eyes. 

As the afternoon wore Victoria felt creeping over her the 
desperate weariness of the hour. 

At a quarter to six she made up her checks. There was 
a shortfall of one and a penny. 

"How do you account for it?" asked the maaaaJ5SKs^»- 

"Sure I don't know, Miss," saiAN\cXOT.^V€is^«^^ 
always give checks. Som^ebody tmi^X. \s«n^ 'Kss?'^?^!^ ^ 
mtbout paying." v«.«afc ^^ 

'Tossibly." The inaxiasetes& Bt«w tdss» 
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than ever. Her bust expanded. '1 don't care. Of course^ 
you know the rule. You pay half and the desk pays half." 

'1 couldn't help it, Miss," said Victoria miserably. Six- 
pence halfpenny was a serious loss. 

''No more could I. I think I can uSi you how it hap- 
pened, tfaou^/' said ibe manageress with a vague smile. 
''I'm an old hand. A customer of yours had a tu(± oat 
for one and a penny. You gave him a check. Look at 
tiie foil and youTl see." 

"Yes, Miss, here it is," said Victoria amdously. 

"Very well. Then he went upst£urs on tte Q.T. and 
had a cup of coffee. Follow!" 

"Yes, Miss." 

"One of the giris gave him a twopenny check. Then 
he went out and handed in the twopemiy dbeck. He kqyt 
the other one in his pocket." 

"Oh, Miss . . . it's stealing," Wictoriai gasped. 

"It is. But there it is, you see." 

"But it's not my fault. Miss; if you had a pay box at 
the top of the stairs, I don't say . . ." 

"CSi, we can't do that," said the manageress idly, "th^ 
would cost a lot to build and extm staff and we must keep 
down expenses, you know. Competition is vexy keen in 
this trade." 

Victoria felt stunned. The incident was as full of reve- 
lations as ILrizzie's practices at the desk. The girls cheated 
the customers, the customers the girls. And the P.R.R. 
sitting Ol3anpian on its pilars of doud, exacted from all its 
dividends. The P.R.R. suddenly loomed vp before Vic- 
toria's eyes as a big swollen monster in whose veins ran 
China tea. And from its nostrils poured forth torrents of 
coffee-scented steam. It grew and grew, and fed men and 
women, every now and iben extendbig a talon and seizing 
a few young girls with sore legs, a rival caf6 or two. Then 
it vanished. Victoria was looking at one of the large 
plated urns. 
''All right, " she said sullenly, ^^m wj ." 
As it was her day off, at ax o'dod^ V\c.\j:sna."W5sfc.xi^\a 
*e change room, saying good-md^t Xo ^^^^^^^^ 
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would do her good, so rode on a bus to the Green Park. 
Round her, in Piccadilly, a tide of rich life seemed to rise 
redolent with scent, soft tobacco, moist fxurs, all those 
odours that herald and follow wealth. A savagery was 
upon her as she passed along the club windows, now full 
of young men telling tales that made their teeth shine in 
the night, of old men, red, pink, brown, healthy in colour 
and in security, reading, sleeping, eking out life. 

The picture was familiar; for it was the picture she had 
so often seen when, as a girl, she came up to town from 
Lympton for a week to ^op in Oxford Street and see, 
from the upper boxes, the three or four plays recom- 
mended by Hearth and Home. Piccadilly had be«i her 
Mecca. It had represented mysterious delights, restau- 
rants, little teashops, jewellers, makers of cunning cases 
for everything. She had never been well-off enou^ to 
shop there, but had gazed into its windows and bought the 
nearest imitations in Oxford Street. Then the clubs had 
'been, if not familiar, at any rate friendly. She had once 
with her mother called at the In and Out to ask for a 
general. He was dead now, and so was Piccadilly. 

Victoria remembered without joy: a sign of total flat- 
ness, for the mind that does not glow at the thought of 
the glamorous past is dulled indeed. Piccadilly struck 
her now rather as a show and a poor one, a show of the 
inefficients basking, of the wretched shufBing by. And the 
savagery that was upon her waxed fat. Without ideals 
of ultimate brotherhood or love die could not help think- 
ing, half amused, of the dismay that would come over 
London if a bomb were suddenly to raze to the ground one 
of these shrines of men. 

The bus stopped in a block just opposite one of the 
clubs; and Victoria, from the off-side seat, could see across 
the road into one of the rooms. There were in it a dozen 
men of all ages, most of them standing in small groups, 
some already in evening dress; some lolled on. essRswsssoa. 
padded chairs reading, and, ag?Mal^'tTc«»X€c^^K&^^S^^^ 
a Are bumed brightly, a you\h n?^s \.€5&£v% «s^ "^^^""S 
successful story to a grom> ol o\dsXias- '^^^^^^^^f^^^ 
cmviynality and facile friend^bip s\>3Si%N\c\dx«^'» 
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an outcast What had she now to do ivith these men? 
Tbey would not know her. Their sptiext was dieir fath- 
ers' ^ere, by rig^t of birth and wealth, not hers ^dio had 
not fbe right of wealth. Besides, pohaps some were 
shareholders in the P.R.R. Painfully slumibling down the 
sUpSf Victoria got off the bus and entered the Green Park. 
She sat down <hi a seat undar a tree just bursting into 
bud 

For many minutes she looked at the young grass, at 
the windows where lights were appearing, at a man seated 
neaiby and pufKng ridi Uue smoke frcMn his cigar. A 
loafer lay face down on the grass, like a bundle. Her 
moods altered between rage, as she looked at the two men, 
and misery as she realised that her lot was cast mih the 
wretch grovelling on the cold earth. 

She noticed that the man with the cigar was watdiing 
her, but hardly looked at him. He was fat, that was all 
she knew. Her eyes once more fastened on the loafer. 
He had not fou^t the world; would she? and how? Now 
and then he turned a little in his sleep, dreaming perhaps 
of feasts m Cockayne, perhaps of the skilly he had tasted 
in gaol, of love pcniiaps, bright-eyed, master of the gates. 
It was cold, for the snap of winter was in the spnag air; 
in the pale western sky the roofs loomed black. Alreai^ 
the dull glow of London liglht rose like a halo over the 
town. Victoria did not seem to feel the wind; she was a 
little numb, her legs felt heavy as lead. A gust of wand 
carried into her face a few drops of rain. 

The man with the cigar got up, slowly passed har; there 
f^as somethmg familiar in his walk. He turned so as to 
3ee her face in the light of a gas-lamp. Then he tock 
three quick steps towards her. Her heart was already 
throbbing; she felt and yet did not know. 

'^Victoria," said the man in a faint, far-away voice. 

Victoria gaq)ed, put her hand on her heart, swajring on 
the seat The man sat down by her side and took her 
6and. 

'TJctoria," he said agam. There was in hb voice a ridi 
quality. 
''Ob, Major Cairns, Major Cadnvs,'' ^tt\>\»RX ^»qX^ ^aA 
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dating his hand between hers, she laid her face upon it 
He felt all her body throb; there were tears on his hands. 
A man of the world, he very gently lifted up her diin and 
raised her to a sitting posture. 

"There," he said soffly, still retaining her hands, "don*t 
cry, dear, all is well. Don't speak. I have found you." 

With all the gentleness of a heavy man he softly stroked 
her hands. 

CHAPTER XXV 

Two days later Victoria was floating in the curious 
ether of the unusual. It was Sunday night. She was 
before a little table at one of those concealed restaurants 
in Soho where blows fragrant the wind of France. She 
was sitting in a softly cushioned armdiair, grateful to 
arms and back, her feet propped up on a footstool. Be- 
fore her lay the little table, with its rough cloth, imper* 
fectly dean and shining dully with Brittania ware. There 
were flowers in a small mug of Bruges pottery; there was 
Httle light save from candles discreetly veiled by pink 
shades. The bill of fare, rigid on its metal stem, bore the 
two shilling table dliote and the more pretentious k la 
carte. An immense feeling of restfulness, so complete as 
to be positive, was upon her. She felt luxurious and at 
large, at one with the other couples who sat nearby, smil- 
ing, with possessive hands. 

On the other side of the table sat Major Calms. He 
had not altered very much except that he was stouter. 
His grey eyes still shone kindly from his ra±er gross face. 
Victoria could not make up her mind whether she liked 
him or not. When she met him in the park he had seemed 
beautiful as an ardiangd; he had been gentle, too, as big 
men mostly are to women, but now she could feel him 
examinmg her critically, noting her points, speculating on 
file diange in her, wondering whether her ravaged beauty 
was greater and her neck softer than when he last held her 
ki his arms off the coast of Araby. 

Victoria had compacted for a c^vxVel "^^jcft- ^So^fc ^»^A. 
not, she fdt, face the Ball MaJl oc ^cctKycL ?>\x«8X x^^^vsasif 



l6S A BED OF ROSES 

lanti^ Ibdr lights, wealth of silver and g^ass^ tiieir soft 
carpets^ tbdr sflent waiters. The Majcv had agreed, fcnr 
he knew women wdl and was not ovar-amdous to opose 
to the eyes of the town Vict<ma's paltry dothes. Now he 
had her before him he b^^ to regret thi^ he had not 
risked H, For Victoria had gained as niudi as she had lost 
In looks. Her figure had s^rtnd^ but her nec^ was still 
beautifully moulded, broad as a pillar; her colour had 
gone down almost to dead white; the supa^uous flesh had 
wasted away and had left bare the ^endid line of the 
strong chin and jaw. Her eyes, however, were the magnet 
that held Cairns fast. They were as grey as ev^, but 
dilated and thrown into contrast with the pale skin by 
tiie purple zone which surrounded them. They stared be- 
fore them with a novel boldness, a strange lucidity. 

''Victoria,'' whispered Cairns, leaning forward, "you are 
very beautiful." 

Victoria laughed and a faint flush rose into her diedcs. 
There was still something grateful in the admiration of 
this man, gross and limited as he might be, centred round 
his pleasures, sceptical of good and evil alike. Without a 
word she took up a spoon and began to eat ho: ice. 
Cairns watched every movement of her hand and wrist 

"Don't," said Victoria after a pause. Site dropped her 
kpoon and put her hands under the table. 

"Don't what?" said Cairns. 

"I/K)k at my hands. They're . . . (Mi, they're not 
what they were. It makes me fed ashamed." 

"Nonsense," said Cairns with a laugh. "Your hands 
are still as fine as ever and, when we've had tiiem mani- 
cured , . ." 

He stopped abruptly as if he had said too much. 

"Manicured?" said Victoria warily, thou^ the **we** 
had given her n little shock. "Oh, they're not wortih 
manicuring now for the sort of work I've got to do." 

"Look here, Victoria," said Cairns rather locq^y. 
**This can^ go on. You're not made to be one of the 
dnhs. You say your work is tdling on joa: weB, yo« 
J^usi give it tj^*' 
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"Oh, I can't do that," said Victoria, "I've got to cam 
my living and I'm no good for anything else." 

Cairns looked at her for a nM)ment and meditatively 
sipped his port. 

"Drink ttie port," he commanded, "itil do you good." 

Victoria obeyed willingly enough. There was sJready 
in her blood the glow of Burgundy; but the port, mellow, 
exquisite, and curling round the tongue, coloured like 
burnt almonds, fragrant, too, concealed a deeper joy. The 
smoke from Cairns' cigar, half hiding his face, floating in 
wreaths between them, entered her nostrils, aromatic, nar- 
cotic. 

"\Wiat are you thinking of doing now?" she asked. 

"I d(Mi't know quite," said Cairns. "You see I broke 
my good resolution. After my job at Perim, they offered 
me some surveying work near Ormuz; they called it sur- 
veying, but it's spymg really or it would be if there were 
anything to spy. I took it and rather enjoyed it." 

"Did you have any adventures?" asked Victoria. 

"Nothing to ^>eak of except expeditions into the hinter- 
land trying to get fresh meat. Tlie East is overrated, I 
assure you. A butr landed off our station once, probably 
intending to turn us into ablebodied slaves. 'Diere were 
only seven of us to their tiiirty but we killed ten with two 
volleys and they made off, parting with their anchor m 
their hurry." 

Cairns looked at Victoria. The flush had not died 
from her cheeks. She was good to look upon. 

"No," he went on more slowly, "I don't quite know 
what I shall do. I meant to retire anyhow, you know, 
and the sudden death of my uncle, old Marmaduke Cairns, 
settled it I never e3q)ected to get a look in, but there 
was hardly anybody else to leave anything to, excq>t his 
sisters whom he bated like poison, so I'm the heir. I don't 
yet know what I'm worth quite, but the old man always 
seemed to do himself pretty well." 

"I'm glad," said Victoria. 9ie was not The mon- 
strous stupidity of a system which suddenly places ^.xicffissL 
in a position oiebling him to Uve obl <ijb \3&toKSQx ^ "^ 
thousand was o6vious to her. 
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^I^m ra&er at a loose end," said Cairns, musing, **yoa 
see I've had enou^ knockkig about But it's raiber dull 
here, you know. I'm not a manying man either." 

Victoria was distuibed. Sie \ock&i at Cairns and met 
his eyes. Hiere was fonmng in tiiem a question. As she 
locked at faim the expression faded and he signed to the 
waiter to bring the coffee. 

As they si^^ped it they spcke little, but inspected one 
another narrowly. Victoria told herself that if Cairns 
offered her marriage she would accept him. She was 
not sure that ide^l h2^>piness would be hers if she did; his 
limitations were more apparent to her than they had been 
when she first knew him. Yet the alternative was the 
P.R.R. and all that must follow. 

Cairns was turning over in his mmd the question Vic- 
toria had surprised. Though he was by no means cautious 
or shy, being a bold and ^od liver, he felt that Victoria's 
present position made it difficult to be sentimental. So 
&ey talked of different things. But wh&a they left the 
restaurant and drove towards Finsbury Victoria oame 
closer to him; and, unconsciously almost. Cairns took her 
hand, which she did not withdraw. He leant towards 
her. His hand grew more insistent on her arm. She was 
pas^ve, though her heart beat and fear was upon her. 

'^Victoria," said Cairns, his voice strained and metallic 

She tiuned her face towards him. There was in it 
complete acquiescence. He passed one arm round ha: 
waist and drew her towards him. She could fed his chest 
crush her as he bent her back. His lips fastened on her 
neck greedily. 

"Victoria," said Cairns agam, "I want you. Come away 
from all tiiis labour and pain; let me nkke you happy.** 

She looked at him, a question in her ^es. 

"^ free man and woman," he stammered. Then nK»e 
firmly: 

"111 make you happy. You'll want nothing. Peihi^ 
you'll even learn to like me." 

Victona said nothing for a minute. The proposal £d 
not offend her; she was too bioVec^ \oo ^\.>s^«d for her 
iaberent prejudices to assert ^ecosANes. ^^lkK^>wfiaA^ 
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repatation, Tvihat figments all these tilings. What was 
this freedcHn of hers that she should set so high a price on 
it? And here was comfort, wealth, peace — oh, peace. 
Yet she hesitated to plimge into the cold stream; she 
stood shivering on the edge. 

"Let me think," she said. 

Calms pressed her closer to him. A little of the flame 
that warmed his body passed into hers. 

''Don't hurry me. Please. I don't know what to 

He bent over with hungry lips. 
"Yes, you may kiss me.'" 

Submissive, if frightened, and repelled, yet with a heart 
where hope fluttered, she surrendered him her lips. 

CHAPTER XXVI 

"I don't approve and I don't disapprove," snarled 
Farwdl. "I'm not my sister's keeper. I dcm't pretend to 
think it noble of you to live with a man you don't care 
for, but I don't say you're wrong to do it." 

"But really," said Victoria, "if you don't think it right 
to do a thing, you must think it wrong." 

"Not at ill, I am neutral, or ralher my reason sup- 
ports what my principles reject. Thus my principles may 
seem unreasonable and my reasoning devoid of principle, 
but I cannot help that." 

Victoria thought for a moment. She was about to take 
a great step and she Icmged for approval. 

"Mr. Farwell," she said deliberately, "I've come to the 
conclusion that you are right. We are crabs in a bucket 
and those at the bottom are no nobler than those on the 
top, for they would gladly be on the top. I'm going on 
the top." 

"Sophist," said Farwell, smiling. 

"I dont know what that means," Victoria went on; 
"I suppose you think that I'm trymg to cheat myself as 
to what is right. Possibly, but I don't profess to kuvH 
what is right." 

"06, no more do I," interrui^ftA T?«rw€Bi, ''^«^» ^^**^ 
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set me up as a judge. I haven't got any ethical standards 
for you. I don't believe there are any; thie -ethics of the 
Renaissance are not those of the twentieth century, nor 
are those of London the same as those of Constantinofde. 
Time and space work moral revolutions; and, even on 
stereotyped lines, nobody can say present ethics are the 
best. From a conventional point of view the hundred and 
fifty years that sepaiaie us from Fielding mark an im- 
provement, but I have still to learn that the morals of 
toKlay compare favourably with those of Sparta. You 
must decide that for yourself." 

"I am doing so," said Victoria quietly, "but I don't 
think you quite understand a woman's position and I 
want you to. I find a world where the harder a woman 
works, the worse She is paid, where her mind is demised 
and her body courted. Oh, I know, you haven't done 
that, but you don't employ women. Nobody but you has 
ever cared a scrap about such brains as I may have; die 
subs courted me in my husband's regiment • • .'' Sbe 
stopped abruptly, having spoken too freely. 

"Go on," said Farwell tactfully. 

"And in London what have I found? Nothing but 
men bent on one pursuit. They have followed me in &e 
streets and tubes, tried to sit by me in the parks. They 
have tried to touch me — ^yes, me! the dependent who 
could not resent it, when I served than with thdr food. 
Their talk is the inane, under whidi they cloak desure. 
Their words are covert appeals. I hear round me the 
everlasting cry: jdeld, yield, for that is all we want from 
yoimg women." 

"True," said Farwell, "I have never denied this." 

"And yet," answered Victoria angrily, "you almost 
blame me. I tell you that I have never seen the v^d 
as I do now. Men have no use for us save as mistresses, 
whether legal or not. Perhaps they will have us as 
breeders or housekeepers, but the mistress is the root of 
it all. And if they can gain us without pledges, witboat 
risks, by promises, by force or by deceit, they will," 
Farwell said nothing. His eyes nv«^ i\sll of sorrow. 
^^My iiusband drank, luaoasf^ \o dsBSi^' ^^oxrad^NPic^ 
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toria in low tones. ''The prc^rietor of the Rosebud tried 
to force me to become his toy . . . periiap^ he would have 
thrown me on the streets if he had had time to pursue me 
longer and if I refused myself still . . . because he was 
my employer and all is fair in what they call love. . . . 
The customers bought every day for twopence the right 
to stare through my (^)enwork blouse, to touch my hand, 
to brush my knees with theirs. One, who seemed above 
them, tried to break my body into obedience by f<M:ce. . . . 
Here, at the P.R.R., I am a toy still, thou^ more of a 
servant. . . . Soon I shall be a cripple and good neither 
for servant nor mistress, what will you do with me?" 

Farwell made a de^)airing gesture with his hand. 

"I tell you," said Victoria with ferocious intensity, 
"you're ri^t, life's a fight and I'm going to win, for my 
eyes are dear. I have dcme with sentiment and sym- 
pathy. A man may command respect as a wage earner; a^ 
woman commands nothing but what she can dieat out of 
men's senses. She must be rich, she must be economic* 
ally indq>endent. Then men will crawl where they hec- 
tored, worship that which they burned. And if I must 
be dependent to become independent, that is a stage I 
am ready for." 

"What are you going to do?" asked Farwell. 

"I'm going to live with this man," said Victoria in a 
frozen voice. "I neither love nor hate him. I am going 
to exploit him, to extort from him as mudi of the joy of 
life as I can, but above all I am going to draw from him, 
from others, too, if I can, as mudi wealth as I can. I 
will store it, hive it bee-like, and when my treasure is 
great enough I will consume it. And the world will stand 
by and shout: hallelujah, a rich woman cometh into her 
kingdom." 

Farwell remained silent for a minute. 

"You are right," he said, "if you must choose, then be 
strong and carve your way into freedom. I have not 
done this, and the world has sucked me dry. You can 
still be free, so do not shrink from the means. You ax^ ^ 
woman, your body is your fortune, V^^f^ ^^^'^ \cp5?oa5Nfc> ^ 
tiwaslaste it into gold You will succeed, ^wx ^<wC^Xifc tct^n 
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and the swine, instead of trampling on you, will herd 
round the trou^ where you scatter pearls." 

He stopped for a moment, slowly puffing at his pipe. 

"Women^s professicoi," he muttered. "The time will 
come . . . but to-day . . ." 

Victoria locked at him, a faint figure in the ni^t He 
was the spectral prophet, a David in fear of Gkdiath. 

"Yes," she said, "woman's profession." 

Together they walked away. Farwell was almost solilo- 
quising. "If she is brave, life is easier for a. woman than 
a man. She can play on him; but her head must be cod, 
her heart silent. Hear this, Victoria. Remember yours 
is a trade and needs your application. To win this fi^t 
you must be well equipped. Let your touch be soft as 
velvet, your grip as bard as steel. Shrink from nothing, 
rise to treachery, let the worldly nadir be your zenith." 

He stopped before a public house and opened the door 
of the bar a little. 

"Look in here," he said. 

Victoria looked. There were five men, half hidden in 
smoke; among them sat one woman dad in vivid colours^ 
her face painted, her hands dirty and covered ynth rings. 
Her yellow hair made a vivid patch against the brown 
wall. A 3rard away, alone at a small table, sat another 
woman, covered, too, with cheap finery, with weary eyes 
and a smiling mouth, her figure abandoned on a sofa, lost 
to the scene, her look fixed on the side door throu^ whidi 
men slink in. 

"Remember," said Farwell, "give no quarter in the 
irftruggle, for you will get none." 

Victoria shuddered. But the fury was upon her. 

"Don't be afraid," she hissed, "ni spare nobody. 
They Ve already given me a taste of the whip. I know. 
I imderstand; those girls don't. I see the goal before 
me and therefore I will reach it." 

Farwell looked at her again, his eyes full of mdan- 
choly. 

"Go, then, Viotcxia*" he said, "and work oat yoor 
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PART n 
CHAPTER I 

ViCTORU turned uneasily on the sofa and stretched her 
arms. She yawned, then sat up abruptly. Sudennann's 
Katzensteg fell to the ground off her lap. She was m a 
tiny back room, so overcrowded by the sofa and easy-chaiy 
that she could almost touch a small rosewood bureau op- 
posite. She looked round the room lazily, then relapsed 
on the sofa, hugging a cushion. She snuggled her face 
into it, voluptuously breathing in its compactness laden 
with scent and tobacco smoke. Then, looking up, she re- 
flected that she was very comfortable. 

Victoria's boudoir was the back extension of the dinmg- 
room. Shut off by the folding doors, it contained within 
its tiny space the comfort which is only foimd in small 
rooms. It was papered red with a flowered pattern, which 
she thought ugly, but which had just been imported from 
France and was quite the thmg. The sofa and easy-chair 
were covered with obtrusively new red and white diintz; 
a little pile of cushions had fallen on the indeterminate 
Persian pattern of the carpet. Long coffee-coloured cur- 
tains, banded with chintz, shut out part of the high win- 
dow, through which a little of the garden and the bare 
branches of a tree could be seen. Victoria took all this 
in for the hundredth time. She had been sleeping for an 
hour; she felt smooth, stroked; she could have hugged all 
these pretty things, the little brass fender, the books, the 
Delft inkpot on flie little bureau. Everythmg in the room 
was already intimate. Her eyes dwelt on the dean 
chintzes, on the half blinds surmounted by insertion, the 
brass ashtrays, the massive silver cigarette box. 

Victoria stood up, the movement changing the direction 
of her contemplative mood. The Gothic rosewood clock 
told her it was a little after three. She went to the ciga- 
rette box and lit a cigarette. While slowly inhaling Ae 
smoke, she rang the bell. On her forefin^et t^asofc nk^s. ^ 
faint ydlow tinge of nicotine ^wbida. \5aA x^aiSas^ tofc 
DaH 
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"I shall have to be manicured again," she soliloquised. 
"What a nuisance. Better have it done to-day v^e I 
get my hair done, too." 

"Yes, mirni." A neat dark maid stood at the door. 
Victoria did not answer for a second. The girPs black 
dress was perfectly brushed, her cap, collar, cuffs, apron, 
immaculate white. 

"I'm going out now, Mary," said Victona. "You^d bet- 
ter get my brown velvet out." 

"Yes, mum," said the maid. "Will you be back for 
dimier, mum?" 

"No, I'm dining with the Major. Oh, don't get the 
velvet out. It's muddy out, isn't it?" 

"Yes, mum. It's been raining in the morning, mum." 

"Ah, well, perhaps I'd better wear the grey coat and 
skirt. And my furs and toque." 

"The beaver, mum?" 

"No, of course not, the white fox. And, oh, Mary, I've 
lost my little bag somewhere. And tell Giarlotte to send 
me up a cup of tea at half-past three." 

Mary left the room silently. She seldom asked ques- 
tions, and never expressed pleasure, diq)leasure or sur- 
prise. 

Victoria walked up to her bedroom; the staircase was 
papered with a pretty blue and white pattem over a dado 
of white lincrusta. A few French engravings stood out 
in their old gold frames. Victoria stop^)ed at the first 
landing to look at her favourite, after Lancret; it repre- 
sented lovers surprised in a bam by an irate husband. 

The bedroom occupied the entire first floor. On taking 
possession of the little house she had realised that, as sbe 
would have no callers, a drawing-room would be absurd, 
so had suppressed the folding doors and made the two 
rooms into one large one. In the front, between the two 
windows, stood her dressmg-table, now covered with small 
bottles, some in cut glass and full of scent, others mote 
workmanlike, marked vaseline, glycerine, skin food, bay 
rum. Scattered about them on Sie lace toilet cover, were 
boxes of powder, white, sepVa, \A\&^, ^raSLv, VLUle sticks 
of cosmetics, some sUver -backed \>TXi^es», ^xsi^ ^c;^ ^geft. 
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short-bristled, others with long handles, with long soft 
bristles, one studded with short wires, another with whale- 
bone, some clothes brushes, too, buttonhooks, silver tra}rs, 
a handglass with a massive silver handle. Right and left, 
two little electric lamps and above the swinging mirror, 
a shaded bulb shedding a candid glow. 

One wall was blotted out by two inlaid mahogany 
wardrobes; through the open doors of one could be seen a 
pile of frilled linen, lace petticoats, chemises threaded with 
coloured ribbons. On the large armdiair, covered with 
blue and white chintz, was a crumpled heap of white linen, 
a pair of gafd au lait silk stockings. A light mahogany 
chair or two stood about the room. Each had a blue and 
white cushion. A large wash-stand stood near the man- 
telpiece, laden -with blue and white ware. The walls were 
covered with blue silky paper, dotted here and there with 
some colour prints. These were mostly English; their 
nude beauties sprawled and languished slyly among 
bushes, listening to the pipes of Pan. 

Victoria went into the back of the room, and, unhook- 
ing her cream silk dressing jacket, threw it on the bed. 
This was a vast low edifice of glittering brown wood, 
covered now by a blue and white silk bedspread with 
edges smothered in lace; from the head of the bed peeped 
out the tips of two lace pillows. By the side of the bed, 
on the little night table, stood two or three books, a read- 
ing lamp and a small silver basket full of sweets. An 
ivory bell-pull hung by the side of a swinging switdi just 
between the pillows. 

Victoria walked past the bed and looked at herself in 
the high looking-glass set into the wall, which rose from 
the floor to well above her head. The mirror threw back 
a pleasing reflection. It showed her a woman of twenty- 
six, neither short nor tall, dressed in a white petticoat and 
mauve silk corsets. The corsets fitted well into the figure, 
which was round and inclined to be full. Her arms and 
neck, framed with white frillings, were uniformly cream 
coloured, shadowed a little darker at the elbows^ near ^2afc 
rounded shoulders and under the )a?w\ ^\i«t €KssjL\ia.^ '^ 
glow, half vigorous, half deUcale^ But «CLe -NR^soMsri'b \»» 
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interested Victoria more. Her hair was piled hig^ and 
black over a broad, low, white forehead; the cream of the 
skin turned faintly into colour at the cheeks, into crimson 
at the lips; her eyes were large, steel grey, long ladied 
and thrown into relief by a faintly mauve aura. There 
was strength in the jaw, square, hard, fine cut; there was 
strength, too, in the steadiness of the eyes, in the sli^^tly 
compressed red lips. 

"Yes," said Victwia to the picture, "you mean busi- 
ness." She reflected that she was fatter than she had 
ever been. Two months of rest had worked a revolution 
in her. The sudden change from toil to idleness had 
caused a reaction. There was something almost matrcNoly 
about the soft curves of her breast. But the change was 
to the good. She was less interesting than the day when 
the Major sat face to face with her in Soho, his pulse 
beating quicker and quicker as her ravished beauty stimu- 
lated him by its novelty; but she was a finer animaL 
Indeed, she realised to the full that she had never been so 
beautiful, that she had never been beautiful before, as 
men understand beauty. 

The past two months had been busy as well as idle, 
busy, that is, as an idle woman's time. She had fdt 
weary now and then, like those unfortunates who are 
bound to the wheel of pleasure and are compelled to "do 
too much." Major Cairns had laimched out into his first 
experiment in pseudo*married life with an almost boyish 
zest. It was he who had practically compelled her to taka 
the little house in Ehn Tree Place. 

"Thmk of It, Vic," he had said, "your own little den. 
With no pr3dng nd^bours. And your own little garden. 
And dogs." 

He had waxed quite sentimental over it and Victoriay 
full of the gratitude that makes a woman ding to the 
fireman when he has rescued her, had hdped him to bufld 
a home for the idyll. Within a feverish month he had 
produced the house as it stood. He had hardly allowed 
Victoria any choice in the matter, for he would not let her 
€h anything. He practically comveU^ed her to keep to her 
suite at the hotd, so that ^e Toi^X. ^t&X.'q^^. ^^^ ^x^ 
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gled alone with the decoration^ plumbing, furniture and 
linoleum, linen and garden. Now and then he would ring 
up to know whether she preferred salmon pink to fraise 
icrasie cushions, or he would come up to the hotel rent in 
twain by confUcting rugs. At last he had pronounced the 
house ready, and, after suppl)dng it with Mary and Oiar- 
lotte, had triumphantly installed his new queen in her 
palace. 

Victoria's first revelation was one of immense joy; un- 
questioning, and for one moment quite disinterested. It 
was not until a few hours had elapsed that she regained 
mastery over herself. She went from room to room 
punching curtains, pressing her hands over the policed 
wood, at times feeling voluptuously on hands and knees 
the pile of the carpets. She almost loved Cairns at the 
moment. It was quite honestly that she drew him down 
by her side on the red and white sofa and softly kissed his 
cheek and drove his ragged moustache into rebellion. It 
was quite willingly, too, that she felt his grasp tighten on 
her and that she yielded to him. Her lips did not abhor 
his kisses. 

Some hours later she became herself again. Cairns was 
good to her, but good as the grazier is to the heifer from 
whom he hopes to breed; she was his creature, and must 
be well housed, well fed, well clothed, so that his eyes 
might feast on her, scented so that his desire for her 
mi^t be whipped into action. In her moments of cold 
horror in the past she had realised herself as a commodity, 
as a beast of burden; now she realised herself as a beast 
of pleasure. The only thing to remember then was to 
coin into gold her condescension. 

Victoria looked at herself again in the glass. Yes, it 
was condescension. As a free woman, that is, a woman 
of means, she would never have surrendered to Cairns the 
tips of her fingers. Off the coast of Araby she had 3delded 
to him a little, so badly did she need human sympathy, a 
little warmth in the cold of the lonely night. When he 
appeared again as the rescuer she had flung herself inl<\ 
his arms with an appalling fetterless \ov* ^^^iaj^^^^c^ss^s^:^ 
ber life into bis as into Nirvana. 
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Now her head was cooler. Indeed, it had been cool 
{or a month. She saw Cairns as an average man^ ndflier 
j^ood nor evil, a son of his father and the seed thereof, 
bound by a strict code of honour and a lax code of morals. 
She saw him as a dull man with the superficial polish that 
even the roughest pebble acquires in the stream of life. 
He had found her at low water mark, stranded and gaq>- 
ing on the sands; he had picked her up and imprisoned her 
in this vivarium to whidi he alone had access, ^ere he 
could enjoy his capture to the full. 

^'And the capture's business is to get as much out of 
the captor as possible, so as to buy its freedom back." 
This was Victoria's new philosophy. She had dexterously 
induced Cairns to give her a thousand a year. She knew 
perfectly well that she could live on seven hundred, per- 
haps on six. Besides, she played on his pride. Cairns 
was, after all, only a big middle-aged boy; it made him 
swell to accompany Victoria to Sloane Street to buy a hat, 
to the Leicester Gallery to see the latest one-man show. 
She was a credit to a fdlow. Thus she found no difficulty 
in making him buy her sables, gold purses. Whistler etch- 
ings. They would come in handy, she reflected, "when 
the big bust-up came." For Victoria was not rocking 
herself in the transitory, but from the very first making 
ready for the storm which follows on the longest stretch 
of fair weather. 

"Yes," said Victoria again to the mirror, "you mean 
business." The door opened and almost noisdei^y dosed 
Mary brought in a tray covered with a dean set of silvor- 
backed brushes, and piled up the other ready to take 
away. She put a water can on the wa^stand and parsi- 
moniously measured into it some attar of roses. Victnia 
ste[^)ed out into the middle of the room and stood there 
braced and stiff as the maid imlaced and then listened 
her stays. 

"What will you wear this evening, mum?" asked Maiy, 
as Victoria sat down in the low dr^sing chair opposite tbe 
swingiDg glass. 
''TTiis evening?" mused Vxctorau ^*1«1 me see« thereof 
t&« gris perleJ* 
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^'No, mum, I've sent it to the cleaner's/' said Maiy. 
Her fingers were deftly removing the sh^on curls from 
Victoria's back Ixair. 

"YouVe worn it four times, mum," she added reproach- 
fuUy. 

''Oh, have I? I don't think . . . db, that's all right, 
Mary." 

Victoria reflected that she would never have a well- 
trained maid if she finished sentences such as this. Four 
times! Well, she must give the Major his money's worth. 

"You might wear your red Directoire, mirni," suggested 
Mary in the unemotional tones of one who is paid not to 
hear slips. 

"I migjit Yes. Perhaps it's a little loud for the Carl-* 
ton." 

"Yes, mum," said Mary without committing herself. 

"After all, I don't think it is so loud." 

"No, mum," said Mary in even tones. She deftly rolled 
her mistress' plaits round the crown. 

Victoria fdt vaguely annoyed. The woman's words 
were anonymous. 

"But what do you think, Mary?" she asked. 

"Oh, I think you're quite right, mxmi," said Mary. 

Victoria watched her face in the glass. Not a wave of 
opinion rippled over it. 

Victoria got up. She stretched out 'her arms for Mary 
to slip the ^rt over her head. The maid dosed the lace 
blouse, quickly dipped the fasteners together, then dos»l 
the placket hole completely. Without a word she f etdied 
the light grey coat, slipped it on Victoria's shoulders. She 
found the grey skin bag, while Victoria put on her white 
fox toque. She then encased Victoria's head in a gre^ 
silk veO and sprayed her with scent. Victoria looked at 
herself in the glass. She was lovely, she thought. 

"Anything else, mum?" said Mary's quiet voice. 

"No, Mary, nothing dse." 

"Thank you, mum." 

As Victoria turned, she found the maid had disajQR^easfts^ 
but her watdiful presence was by ii» tesiA. ^<»st \s^ ^s^«k^ 
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it for her. Victoria saw her from the stairs^ a diort, erect 
figure, with a pale face framed in dark ludr. She stood 
with one hand on the latch, the other holding a cab 
whistle; her eyes were fixed upon the ground. As Victcniah 
passed out she looked at Mary. Tlie girl's eyes were 
averted still, her face without a question. Upon her left 
hand she wore a thin gold ring with a single red stone. 
The ring fastened on Victoria's imagination as she stepped 
into a hansom which was loafing near the door. It was 
not the custom, she knew, for a maid to wear a ring; and 
this alone was enou^ to amaze her. Was it possible ttiat 
Mary's armour was not perfect in every point of servility? 
No doubt she had just put it on as it was her evening out 
and she would be leaving the house in another half hour. 
And then? Would another and a stronger hand take hersi 
hold it, twine its fingers among her fingers? Victma 
wondered, for the vision of love and Mary were incongru- 
ous ideas. It was almost inconceivable that with her cap 
and apron she doffed the mantle of her reserve; she surely 
could not vibrate; her heart could not beat in unison wi^ 
another. Yet, there was the ring, the promise of passicxL 
Victoria nursed for a moment the vision of the two spec- 
tral figures, walking in a dusky park, arms round waists, 
then of shapes blended on a seat, ifaces hidden, lip to 
lip. 

Victoria threw herself back in the cab. What did it all 
matter after all? Mary was the beast of burden which 
she had captured by piracy. She had been her equal once 
when abidmg by the law; she had shared her toil and her 
slender meed of thanks. Now she was a buccaneer, out- 
side the social code, and as such earned the ri^t to com- 
mand. So much did Victoria dominate that ^e thou^t 
she would refrain from the exercise of a bourgeois pre- 
rogative: the girl should wear her ring, even thcaij^ 
cust(»n forbade it, load herself with trinkets if she chose^ 
for as a worker and a respecter of sodal laws surely sb^ 
might well be treated as the sacrifical ox. 

The horse trotted down Baker Street, then throu{^ 
Wlgmore Street Daylif^ was a\x«aA^ ^^raaom^*, dare and 
Hfieno bouses were breaUng iix\o Ai^X. \MX:sR«m ^^d^ ^^co^ 
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some of vMch had remembered it was Qiristmas eve and 
decked themselves out in faolly. At the comer near the 
Becfastein Hall the cab came to a stop bcliind the long 
line of carriages waiting for the end of a concert. Vic- 
toria had time to see the old crossing sweeper, with a 
smile (m his face and mistletoe in his battered bOly-cock. 
The festivities would no doubt yield him his annual kind 
word from the world. She passed ihe carriages, all empty 
still. The cu^iions were rich, she could see. Here and 
there she could see a fur coat or a book on the seat; in 
one of them sat an elderly maid, watching the carriage 
dock tmder the electric light, meanwhile nursing a choco- 
late pom who growled as Victoria passed. 

"Slaves all of them," thought Victoria. "A slave the 
good elderly maid, thankfid for the crumbs that fall from 
the pom's table. Slaves, too, the fat coachman, the slim 
footman despite their handsome English faces, lit up by 
a gas lamp. The raw material of fashion." 

The cab turned into the greater blaze of Oxford Circus, 
past the Princes Street P.R.R. There was a great show 
of Christmas cakes there. From the cab Victoria, craning 
out, could see a young and pretty girl behind the counter 
busily packing frosted biscuits. Victoria felt warmed by 
the si^t; she was not malicious, but the contrast told 
her of her emancipation from the thrall of eight bob a 
week. Through Regent Street, all congested with traffic, 
little figures laden with parcels darting like frightened ants 
under the horse's nose, then into the immensity of White- 
hall, the cab stopped at the Stores in Victoria Street. 

Victoria had but recently joined. A store ticket and a 
telephcme are the next best thing to respectability and ihe 
same thing as regards comfort. They go far to establish 
one's sodal portion. Victoria struggled through the 
wedged crowd. Here and there boys and girls with 
flushed faces, who enjoyed being squashed. She could 
see crowds of jolly women picking from the counters 
things useful and things pretty; upon signal discoveries 
loudly proclaimed followed continual exclamations '^Se^ 
they would not do. Family paxlies^ ^loXft^ •arA\s^Ka5os^^^> 
left her unmoved. That world, iSaaX o\ VJofc ft^ «sA. ^c» 
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free, would ultimately be hers; her past, that of the worn 
men and wcnnen ministering behind the counter to the 
whims of her future world, was dead. 

Slie only had to buy a few Christmas presents. There 
was one for Betty, one for Cairns, and two for the ser- 
vants. In the clothing department she selected a pretty 
blue merino dressing-gown and a long purple sweater for 
Betty. The measurements were mudi the same as hers^ 
if a little slighter; besides, such garments need not fit. 
She went downstairs and disposed of the Major by means 
of a small gold cigarette case with a leather cover. No 
doubt he had a dozen, but what could she give a man? 

The stores buzzed round her like a parliament of bees. 
Now and then people shouldered past her, a woman trod 
on her foot and neglected to apologise; parcels, too, incon- 
veniently carried, struck her as she passed. She felt the 
joy of the lost; for none looked at her, save now and then 
a man drowned in the sea of women. The atmo^here 
was stuffy, however, and time was precious as she had put 
off buymg presents until so late. Followed by a porter 
with her parcels she left the stores, experiencing the pleas- 
ure of credit on an overdiawa deposit order account. The 
man piled the goods in a cab, and in a few minutes she 
had transferred Betty's present to a carrier's office, with 
instructions to send them off at eight o'clock by a mes- 
senger who was to wait at the door imtil the addressee 
returned. This was not unnecessary foresight, for Betty 
would not be back imtil nine. With the Major's cigarette 
case in her white muff, Victoria then drove to Bond Street, 
there to snatch a cup of tea. On the way she stop^^ed tiie 
cab to buy a lace blouse for Mary and an lunbrella for 
Charlotte, having forgotten them in her hurry. She de- 
cided to have tea at Miss Fortesque's, for Miss Fcn> 
tesque's is one of those tearooms where ladies serve ladies^ 
and the newest fashions come. It is the right place to be 
seen in at five o'clock. At the door a small boy in an 
Eton jacket and collar solemnly salutes with a shiny 
topper. Inside, the English character of the room is em- 
pbasised. There are no baxclboo\ab\c&,xi<5^k^ 
chairs or Japanese umbrellaa*, ev€xv^QD^%\& ^RN^x^dc^ ^^^o^ 
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and impeccably dean. The wood shines, the table linen 
is hard and glossy, the glass is hand cut and heavy, the 
plate quite fxlain and obviously dear. On the white dis- 
tempered walls are colour prints after Reynolds, Romney, 
Gainsborough. All conspires with the thick carpet to pro- 
mote silence, even the china and glass, which seem no more 
to dare to rattle thaa if they were used in a men's club. 

Victoria settled down in a large diintz-covered arm- 
chair and ordered tea from a good-lookmg girl in a dark 
grey blouse and dress. Visibly a hockey skirt had not 
long ago been more natural to her. As she returned Vic- 
toria deserved the slim straigjht lines of her undeveloped 
figure. She was half graceful, half gawky, like most young 
English girls. 

"It's been very cold to-day, hasn't it?" said the ^rl as 
she set down bread and butter, then cake and jam sand- 
wiches. 

"Very," Victoria locked at her narrowly. "I suppose it 
doesn't matter much in here, thou^." 

"Oh, no, we don't notice it." The girl looked weary 
for a second. Then she smiled at Victoria and walked 
away to a comer where she stood listlessly. 

"Slave, slave." The words rang throu^ Victoria's 
head. "You talk to me when you're sick of the sight of 
me. You talk of things you don't care about. You smile 
if you feel your face 3iows you are tired, in the hope 111 
tip you silver instead of copper." 

Victoria looked round the room. It was fairly full, and 
as Fortesquean as it was British. The Fortesque tradition 
is less fluid than the constitutbn of the En^nre. Its tables 
shout "we are old wood"; its cups say "we are real porce- 
lain"; and its customers look at one another and say, 
"Who the devil are you?" Nobody thinks of having tea 
there imless they have between one and three thousand a 
year. It is too quiet for ten thousand a year or for three 
poimds a week; it caters for ladies and gentlenen and 
freezes out everybody else, regardless of turnover. Thus 
its congregation (for its afternoon rite is almost hieratical\ 
invariably includes a retired ccAcfivd^ ^. ^<3^^^^ ^^fi>&ci. -^ 
dau^ter about to come out, seyei^ ^jjaSa^^RS. ^^w^ «assfc 



i86 A BED OF ROSES 

to Miss Fortesque's as little giris aod fure handing on the 
t(»rdi to their own. There is a. crinkling of women who 
have been shopping in Bond Street, buying dungs good 
but not showy. As the customers, or ra&er dient^ lapse 
with a si^ into the comfortable armchairs they Iook round 
with the covert elegance that says: ''And who the devil 
are you?" 

Victoria was in her element. Sie had had tea at Miss 
Fortesque's some dozen years before when up for the wedL 
from Lympton; thus she felt she had the freedom of die 
house. She sipped her tea and dropped crumbs with un- 
concern. She looked at the dowager without curiosity. 
The dowager speculated as to the maker of her ooat and 
skirt. Victoria's eyes fixed again on the girl who was pass- 
ing her with a laden tray, llie effort was bringing out die 
beautiful lines of the slender arms, drooping shouldeiSi 
round bust. Her fair hair clustered low o\&c the creamy 
nape. 

"Slave, slave," thought Victoria again. "What are you 
doing, you fool? Roughening your hands, losing fleA, 
growing old. And there's nothing for a girl to do but serve 
on, serve, always serve. Until you get too old. And then, 
scrapped. Or you marry . . . an3rdiing that comes along. 
Good luck to you, paragon, on your ei^t bob a week." 

Victoria went downstairs and got into the cab, which 
had been waiting for her with the servants' presents. It 
was no longer cold, but foggy and warm. She undid her 
white fox stole, dropping on the seat her crocodile skin 
bag, whence escaped a swollen purse of gold mesh. 

Upstairs the girl cleared away. Under the butter- 
smeared plate, which slif^^ed throu^ her fingers, she 
found half-a-down. Her heart bounded with joy. 

CHAPTER n 

'^ToM, you know how I hate taumedos" said Victoria 
petulandy. 

"Sorry, old girl." Cairns turned and motioned to the 
waiter. While he was exdianenK m\»m\3x%mtL the man 
Victoria observed him. Cairna "waa iL6t\»AV«5iasa%^^Kftp 
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der and stouter than ever. He was turmng into the "jolly- 
old Major" type, short, broad, strangled in cross barred 
cravats and tight frockcoats. In evening dress, his face 
and hands emerging from his shirt and collar, he looked 
like an enormous dish of strawberries and cream. 

"I've ordered quails for yoti. Will that do, Miss 
Dainty?" 

"Yes, that's better." 

She smiled at him and he smiled back. 

"By jove, Vic," he whiq)ered, "you look fine. Nothing 
like pink shades for the complexion." 

"I think you're very rude," said Victoria, smiling. 

"Honest," said Cairns. "And why not? No harm in 
looking your best, is there? Now my 'list's yellow. 
Brings me down from tomato «to carrot." 

"Fishing again. No good, Tommy, old chap." 

"Never mind me," said Cairns with a laugh. He paused 
and looked intently at Victoria, then cautiously round 
him. They were SJmost in the middle of .the restaurant, 
but it was still only half fidl. Cairns had fixed dinner 
for seven, though they were <»ily due for a music hall; 
he hated to hurry over his coffee. Thus they were in a 
little island of pkik li^t, surrounded by penumbra. 
Softly attuned, Mimi's song before the gates of Paris 
floated in from the balcony. 

"Vic," said Cairns gravely, "you're lovely. I've nev«r 
seen you like this before." 

"Do you like my gown?" she asked coquettishly. 

"Your gown!" Cairns said with scorn. "Your gown's 
like a staJUt, Vic, and you're a big white flower burst- 
ing from it ... a big white flower, pink flecked, 
scented. . . ." 

"Sh . . . Tom, don't talk like that in <here." Victoria 
slid her foot forward, slipped off *her shoe and gently put 
her foot on the Major's instep. His eyes blinked quickly 
twice. He readied out for his glass and gulped down 
the champagne. 

The waiter returned, velvet footed. Every one ol V5a. 
gestiures consecrated the quails te^&[i^ qcl tc^fc ^^s^r^ssr^ 
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^¥faite plates, surrounded by a succulent lake of aromatic 
sauce. 

They ate sflently. There was ahready between tfaem the 
good understanduig which mdkes speech mmeoessary. 
Victoria looked about her from time to time. The combes 
interested her, for they were nearly all coiq>les. Most of 
them comprised a man between thirty and forty, and a 
woman some years his junior. Their bdiaviour was se- 
verely decorous, in fact a little languid. Ftom a table 
nearby a woman's voice floated la2aly. 

*1 rather like this pub, Robbie." 

Indeed, the acceptance of the pubbishness of the place 
•was diaracteristic of its frequenters. Most of die men 
looked vaguely weary; some, keenly interested, bent ovor 
the silver laden tables, their eyes fixed on their women's 
arms. Here and there a foreigner with coal black hair, 
a soft shirt front and a fancy white waistcoat, spiced with 
originality the sedateness of English gaiety. An Am^- 
can woman was giving herself away by a semitone, but 
her gown was exquisUe and its dicoUetage challenged 
gravitation. 

Cairns' attitude was exa^>eratingly that of Gallio, save 
as concerned Victoria. His eyes dSd not leave her. 9ie 
knew perfectly well that he was inspecting her, watdiing 
the rise and fall on her white breast of his Qiristmas gift, 
a diamond cross. They both refused the mousse and Vic- 
toria mischievously leant forward, her hands crossed under 
her chin, her arms so near Cairns' face that he could see 
on them the fine black shading of the down. 

"Well, Tom?" she asked. "Quite ha^Jy?" 

"No," growled Cairns, "you know what I want" 

"Patience and shufBe the cards," 6aid Victoria, "and be 
iiankful I'm here at all. But I mustn't rot you, Tomnqr 
dear, after a present like diat." 

She slipped her fingers tmder the diamond cross. Cairns 
matched 4he i»cture made by the rosy manicured finger 
nails, the sparkling stones, the white skin. 

"A pity it doesn't match my rings^" Ae remadLed. 
looked at her banid. 
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''Oh, no more it does. I thou^t you bad a half hoop. 
Never mind, dear. Give me that sapphire ring." 

''What do you want it for?" asked Victoria wAi a con- 
scious smile. 

"That's my business." 

She slii^)ed it off. He iock it, pressing her fingers. 

"I think you ought to have a half hoop," he said con- 
clusively. 

Victoria leant back in her chair. Her smile was 
triumphant. Truly, men are hard masters but docile 
slaves. 

"YouTl spoil me, Tom," she said weakly. "I don't 
want you to think that I'm fishing for things. I'm quite 
happy, you know. I'd rather you didn't give me lanother 
ring." 

'*N<Misense," said Cairns, "I woiddn't ^ve it you if I 
didn't like to see it on yoiu: hand." 

"I don't bdieve you," she said smoothly, but the phrase 
rang true. 

Some nnnutes later, as they passed down the stairs into 
the palm room, she was conscious of the eyes that fol- 
lowed her. Those of the men were mostly a Uttle dilated; 
the women seemed more cynically interested, as suits those 
who appraise not bodies but garments. Major Cairns, 
walking a step behind her, was still looking wcJl, with his 
dose cut hair and moustache, stiff white linen and erect 
bearing. Victoria realised herself as a queen in a worthy 
kingdom. But the kingdom was not the one she wished 
to hold with all the force of her beauty. That beauty was 
transitory, or at least its subtler quality was. As Victoria 
lay in the brougham with Caims's ann hohUng her dose 
to him, she still remembered that the fading of her beauty 
might synchronise with the growth of her wealth. A 
memory from some book on political econ<xny flashed 
through her mind: beauty was a wasting asset. 

Cairns kissed her on the lips. An atmosphere of cham- 
pagne, coffee, tobacco, enveloped her as her breath mixed 
with his. She coiled one arm round his neck and ret^asc^K^ 
his kisses. 

Vk, Vic," be murmured, "caa'V vo>x\aw xDfc «.^s«i^'^'* 
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She put her hand behind his neck and onoe more Ussed 
his lips. He must be Itilled, but not into security. 

Victoria had never realised her strengdi and her fiee- 
dom so well as that night, as she leant back in her box. 
Her face and breast, die Major's shirt front, weie the 
only ^x>ts of light whidi emerged ffom the (hrkness of 
the box as if pictured by a Gmnan impressionist; down 
bdow, under tiie mist, tiie damned souls revelled in the 
cheap seats; they swayed, a black mass i^)eckled mth hun- 
dreds of white collars, dotted with points of fire in tibe 
bowls of pipes. By the side of the men, girls in white 
blouses or crude colours, shrouded in the mist of tolMUXO 
smoke. Now and then a ring coiled up from a cigar in the 
stalls, swirled in the air for a moment and then brdlLe. 

Just behind the footli^ts blazing over the bladmess^ a 
litde fat man, with preposterous breeches, a coat of many 
colours, a yellow wisp of hair clashing with his vinous 
nose, sang of the bank and his manifold accounts. A 
faint salvo of ap|dause ushered liim out, then sw^ed into 
a tanpest as the next number went up. 

'Tommy Bung, you're in luck," said the Major, taking 
off Victoria's wrap. 

She craned forward to see. A woman with masses of 
fair hair, bowered in blue vdvet, took a long l(xk at her 
from the stage box through an opera glass. 

The curtain went up. There was a roar of af^lause. 
Tommy Bung was ready for the audience and had alreac^ 
fallen into a tub of whitewash. The sorry object extri- 
cated itself. His red nose ^one, star like. He rolled 
ferocious eyes at the girl. The crowd rocked with |oy. 
Without a word the great Tommy Bung began to dance. 
At once the hall followed the splendid metre. Up and 
down, up and down, twisting, curvetting. Tommy Bimg 
held his audience spellbound with rhythm. They swayed 
sharply with the alternations. 

Victoria watdied the Major. His hands weace beating 

time. Tommy Bung brou^t his efforts to a conduskxi 

by beating the floor, the soles of his feet, the scenery, and 

punctuated the final thwack miki ^ Nv^-tissAd leap on 

^e prompter's box. 
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Victoria was losing touch with, things. Waves of heat 
seemed to overwhelm her; little figures of jugglers^ gym- 
nasts, perfonning dogs, passed before her eyes like ara- 
besques. Then again raucous voices. The crowd was ap- 
plauding hysteriodly. It was Number Fourteen^ whose 
great name she was fated never to know. Unsteadily 
poised on legs wide apart, Nimiber Fourteen sang. Un- 
controllable glee radiated from faim — 

Now kids is orl right 

When yer ain't got none; 

Yer can sit at 'ome 

An' eat 'cher dam bim. 

IVe just 'ad some twins; 

Nurse says don't be coy, 

For they're just the picture 

Of the lodger's boy. 
Tinka, Tinka, Tinka; Tmka, Tmfca, Tmk 
It 'im in the eye and made the lodger blink. 
Tinga, Tinga, Tinga; Tinga, Tinga, Teg 
Never larfed so much since farver broke 'is leg. 

A roar of applause encouraged him. Victoria saw Cairns 
carried away, clapping, laugjiing. In the bar below she 
could hear continuously the thud of the levers belching 
beer. Number Fourteen was still singing, his smile wide- 
slit throu^ his face — 

Now me paw-in-law 

'E's a rum ole bloke; 

Got a 'and as light 

As a ton o' coke. 

Came 'ome late one nigjit 

An' what oh did 'e see? 

Saw me ma-in-law 

On the lodger's knee. 
Tinka, Tinka, Tinka; Tinka, Tinka, Tmk 
'It 'im in the eye an' made the lodger bUnk. 
Tinga, Tinga, Tinga; Tmgai^Tm^^T^, ^ 
^ever larfed so much ance laiv^t \stsSfcfc "*>»► >R58r 
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Enthusiasm was rising high. Number Fourteen braced 
himself for his great ^ort on the effects of beer. Then, 
gracious and master of the crowd, he beat time vnih his 
hands while the chorus soimded from a thousand throats. 
Victoria happened to look at Cairns. His head was beat- 
ing time and, from his lips issued gleefully: 

Tinka, Tmka, Tinka; Tinka, Tmka, Tink 
It 'im in the eye — 

Victoria scrutinised him narrowly. Cairns was a phe- 
nomenon. 

"Never larfed so much since farver broke 'is leg," 
roared Cairns. "I say, Vic, he really is good." He no- 
ticed her puzzled expression. "I say, Vic, what's up? 
Don't you like him?" 

Victcma did not answer for a second. 

"Oh, yes, I — he's very fimny — ^you see IVe never been 
in a music hall before." 

"Oh, is that it?" Caimfi's brow cleared. "It's a little 
coarse, but so natiual." 

"Is that the same thing?" asked Victoria. 

"S'pose it is. With some of us anyhow. But what's 
the next?" 

Cairns had already relapsed into the programme. He 
hated the abstract; a public school, Sandhurst and the 
army had armoured him magnificently against intrusive^ 
thought. They watched the next turn silently. A couple 
of cross-talk comedians, one a shocking creature in p^top 
trousers, a shock yellow head and a battered opera hat, 
the other young, handsome and smart as a superior bar- 
ber's assistant, gibbered incomprehensibly of songs they 
couldn't sing and lies they could tell. 

The ^lendid irresponsibility of the music hall was 
wasted on Victoria. She had the mind of a school-mistress 
grafted on a social sense. She saw nothing before her but 
the gross riot of the drunken. She saw no humour ia 
that cockney cruelty, capable thou^ it be of absmrd gen- 
erosity. She resented, too, CBixii^^^ \>oyfiScL "^^^ssisx!^ bi it 
^; be revdled, she fdt, as abisSL^o nv^^on^ \sl ^ xssail 
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bath. He was gross, sti^d, dull. It was degrading to be 
his instrument of pleasure. But, after all, what did it 
matter? He was the narrow way which would lead her 
to the august. 

Though Cairns was not thin-skinned, he perceived a 
little of this. Without a word he watched the cross-talk 
comedians, then the "Dandy Girl of Cornucopia," a rain- 
bow of stiff frills with a voice like a fretsaw. As the lights 
went down for the bioscope, the idea of reconciliation that 
springs from fat, cheery hearts overwhelmed him. He 
put his hand out and closed it over hers. With a tre- 
mendous effort she repressed her repulsion, and in so doing 
won her victory. In the darkness Cairns threw his anns 
round her. He drew her towards him, moved, the least 
bit hysterical. As if fearful of losing her he crushed her 
against his shirt front. 

Victoria did not resist him. Her eyes fixed on the 
blackness of the roof she submitted to the growing bru- 
tality of his kisses on her neck, her shoulders, her dieeks. 
Pressed dose against him she did not withdraw her knees 
from the grasp of his. 

"Kiss me," whispered Cairns imperiously. 

She cast down her eyes; she could har^y see his face 
in the darkness, nothing but the glitter of his eyeballs. 
Then, unhurried and purposeful, ^e pressed her lips to 
his. The lights went up again. Many of the crowd were 
stirring; Victoria stretdied out her arms in a gesture of 
weariness. 

"Let's go home, Vic," said Cairns, "you're tired." 

"Oh, no, I'm not tired," she said. "I don't mind stay- 
ing." 

"Well, you're bored." 

"No, not at all, it's quite interesting," said Victoria 
judicially. 

"Come along, Vic," said Cairns sharply. He got iq>. 

She looked up at him. His face was redder, more 
swollen than it had been half-an-hour before. His eyes 
followed every mov«nent of her arms and shflwljSssps^ 
VfiHi a faint smile of understanding «aA ^^ ^asckssasfc A 
tiwse who play lone hands, she gpt MJp ^ndL^XXfissv v^ ^*^ 
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her wrap. As Ae put it cm she made him fed agamst 
his Gngjsn the sweep of her anns; she rested for a moment 
her shoulder against his. 

In the cab diey did not exchange a word. Victoria's 
eyes were fixed on the leaden sky; she was this man's 
prey. But, after all, one man's prey or another? The 
prey of those who demand bitter toil trom the charwoman, 
the female miner, the P.R.R. girl; or of those who want 
kisses, soft flesh, pimgent scents, what did it all amount 
to? And, in Oxford Street, a sky sign in the ^ape of a 
horse^oe advertising whisky suddenly reminded her of 
the half hoop, a step towards that capital whidi meant 
freedom. No, she was not the prey — at least, not in the 
sense of the bait which finally captures the salmon. 

Cairns had not spoken a word. Victoria looked at him 
furtively. His hands were clenched before him; in his 
eyes shone an indomitable putxx)se. He was going to the 
feast and he would foot the bill. On arriving at Ehn 
Tree Place he walked at once into his dressing-room, while 
Victoria went into her bedroom. She knew his mood well 
and knew, too, that he would not be long. She did not 
fancy overmudi the scene she could conjure up. In an- 
other minute or two he would come in with the cultiure of 
a thousand years groimd down, smothered beneath the 
lava-like flow of animalism. He would come with his 
hands shaking, ready to be cruel in the exaction of his 
rights. She hovered between repulsion and an anxiety 
which was almost anticipation; Cairns was the known 
and the imknown at once. But whatever his demands they 
should be met and satisfied, for bu^ess is business and 
its justification is profits. So Victoria braced herself and, 
with feverish activity, twisted up her hair, sprayed hersdf 
with scent, jumped into bed and turned out the li^t. 

As she did so the door opened. She was conscious for 
a fraction of a second of ^e bright quadrilateral of te 
open door where Cairns stood framed, a broad Uack sD- 
houette. 
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CHAPTER in 

"Yes, I'm a lucky beggar," soliloquised Cairns. He 
gave a tug to the leads at which two Pekingese spanieb 
were straining. "Come along, you little brutes," he 
yowled. The spaniels, intent upon a piece of soiled 
brown paper in the gutter, refused to move. 

"Obstinate, sir," said a policeman respectfully. 

"Devilish. Simply devilish. Fine day, isn't it?" 

"Blowing up for rain, sir." 

"Maybe. Come along, Snoo; thatTl do." 

Cairns dragged the dogs up the road. Snoo and Poo, 
husband and wife, had suddenly fascinated him in Villiers 
Street that morning. He was on his way to offer them at 
Victoria's shrine. Instinctively he liked the smart dog, as 
lie liked the smart woman and the American novel. Snoo 
and Poo, tiny, fat, curly, khaki-coloured, with their flat 
Kalmuck faces, unwillin^y trundled behind him. They 
woidd, thought Cairns, be in keeping with the establish- 
ment. A pleasant establishment. A nice little house, in 
its quiet street where nothing ever seemed to pass, except 
every hour or so a cab. It was better than a home, for it 
offered all lihat a home offers, soft carpets, discreet ser- 
vants, nice little limches among flowers and well-cleaned 
plate, and beyond, something tiiiat no home contains. It 
was adventurous. Cairns had knocked about tiiie world a 
good deal and had collected sensations as finer natures 
collect thoughts. The women of the past met and caressed 
on steam-boats, in hotels at Cairo, Singapore and Cape 
Town, the tea gardens of Kobe and the stranger mysteries 
of Zanzibar, all this had left him weary and sighing for 
something like the English home. Indeed, he grew more 
sentimental as he thought of Dover cliffs every time his 
tailor called the measurement of his girth. An extra 
quarter of an inch invariably coincided with a sentimental 
pang. Cairns, however, would not yet have been capable 
of settling down in a hunting coimty with a well-connede^ 
wife, a costly farming experimeal «cA ^<fc ^kK&b.^'^^^^ 
lies. A tran^tion was required; Yie \vaA x^a ^Vl ^V\ss&ssir 
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fSrA>sii fcr hsn a s«& hot scrraPT Aad in tiial 
fif^sri^iai £ boLAeiTJ vhise Ey viioBe penb t»— * and 
«a£«dat vUL 

"^I ipxder whcAcr Fm m Ibce vith her?" TVs 
a fnqaecl mi>jeaL for Csints s me&atians^ V 
fias so mndi more far faim thaa anv cdier w wim bad 
been that be ahisy^s bearaced to ansaicr. She aii^miPil 
faim sensoaDy, bat odier iramm had dooe fikewise; die 
was beautiful, but be could Gonoene <rf ^neater bcanly. 
Her intellect he did not OGOsider, for he was afanost im- 
aware of it. For faim she was devrr, in the sense that 
women are dever in men's eyes when they can give a 
smart answer, miderstand Biadshaw and order m j^ntaM^. 
combination at a restanranL What impressed imn was 
Victcrtia's coofaiess^ the balance of faer unhurried mnDd. 
Now and tfaen lie cang^t faer reading carious books^ soch 
as SmUefs Sdf-Hdp, Letters of a Sdf-Made Merchmd 
to his Son and Thus Spake Zara. . . . Sameihmg, fay a 
man with a funny name; but this was all part of faer 
character and of its novelty. He <Kd not worry to scratdi 
the surface of this brain; virgin soik did not interest him 
in the mental sense. Sometimes, ^dien he enounced a 
political opinion or generalised on the iNX)blems of the 
day as stated in the morning paper, he would find, a little 
uneasily, her eyes fixed on Um with a strang^y mterested 
look. But her eyelids would at once be lowered and her 
lips would part, diowing a little redder and moister, caus- 
ing his heart to beat quidLer, and he would forget his 
peiplexity as he took her hand and stroked her arm with 
gentie insistence. 

Cairns dragged Snoo and Poo xtp the steps of the little 
Jjouae still grumbUng, panting and protesting that, as 
dnvving'Tootti dogs, they dbjecfed \o eiustosfc vcl any form. 
He bad a Jatcfakeyi but always xttoonn^ ^mcfiL ^^oaSo^^ 
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He liked to ring the bdl, to feel like a gaest It would 
have been commonplace to enter his hall and hang up Ms 
hat on his peg. lliat woidd have been home and home 
only. To ask whether Mrs. Ferris was in was more ad- 
venturous, for she mig}it be out. And if she eicpected him, 
then it was an assignation; adventure again. 

The imimposhig Mary let him in. For a fraction of a 
second she looked at the Major, then at the floor. 

"Mrs. Ferris in?" 

"Yes, sir, Mrs. Ferris is in the boudoir." Mary's vcrice 
fell on the last necessary word like a dropgate. She had 
been asked a question and answered it. That was the 
end of it. Cairns was the master of her mistress. What 
respect she owed was paid. 

Cairns deposited his hat and coat in Mary's hands. 
Then, lifting Snoo under one arm and Poo imder the other, 
both grumbling vigorously and kicking with their hind 
legs, he walked to the boudoir and pusheid it <^>en with his 
shoulder. Victoria was sitting at the little bureau writing 
a letter. Cairns watdied her for two seconds, rejoicing in 
the firm white moulding of her neck, in the dark tendrils 
of hair clustering low, dwindling into the central line of 
down which tells of breeding and health. Then Victoria 
turned round sharply. 

"Oh," she said, with a little gasp. "Oh, Tom, the 
ducks!" 

Cairns laughed and, walking up to her, dropped Snoo 
on her lap and Poo, snufOing ferociously, on the floor. 
Victoria buried her hands in Snoo's thick coat; the dog 
gurgled joyfully and rolled over on its side. Victoria 
lauded, muzzluig Snoo with her hand. 

Cairns watched the picture for a moment He was ab- 
surdly reminded of a girl in Java who nursed a black 
marmoset against her yellow breast. And as Victoria 
looked up at him, her diin now resting on Snoo's brown 
head, a soft wave of scent rose towards him. He knelt 
down, throwing his arms round her and the dog, gathering 
them both into his embrace. As his lips met hec^ 'oisA 
dung to them, her perfume and ISol^ t^xSust ^«bdX ^\ "^s«. 
€hg Slled bis nostrils, burning a^JbtodasfflJC.VxvXa't^^^^ 
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Victoria freed hersdf gently and rose to her feet, stiB 
nursing Snoo, and lan^iingly pu^ed him mto Cairns^ 
face. 

"Kiss him," she said, "no favours here." 

Cairns obeyed, then picked vp Poo and sat down on the 
couch. 

"This is sweet of you, Tom," said Victoria. "Th^ are 
lovebirds." 

"I'm gjlad you like them; this is Poo I'm holding, yours 
is Snoa" 

"Odd names," said Victoria. 
j;. **Chinese according to the dealer," said Cairns^ 'Tnit I 
don't iN:etend to know wliat th^ mean." 

"Never mind," said Victoria, "they're lovebirds^ and so 
are you, Tom." 

Cairns looked at her silently, at her full erect figure cmd 
smiling eyes. He was a ludky beggar, a damnel lucky 
beggar. 

"And what is this bribe for?" she asked. 

"Oh, nothing. Knew you'd like them, beastly tempen 
and as game as mice. Women's dogs, you know." 

"Generalising again, Tom. Besides, I hate mice." 

Cairns drew her down by his side on the ooudi. Every- 
thing in this woman interested and stimtilated him. She 
was always fresh, always young. The toudi of her hand, 
the smell of her hair, tihe fed of her skirts winding round 
his ankles, all that was magic; every little act of hers was 
a taking of possession. Every time he mirrored his face 
in her eyes and saw the eyelids slowly veil and unveil 
them, something like love crept into his sotil. But every 
passionate embrace left him weak and almost repelled. 
She was his property; he had paid for her; and, insistent 
thouglit, what would she have dcme if he had not been 
rich? 

Half an hour passed away. Victoria lay passive in his 
arms. Snoo and Poo, piled in a heap, were snufBmg 
drowsfly. There was a ring at the front door, then a dam. 
Tiey could hear voices. They started up. 
^^Wbo the deuce . • .?** s^d Caxm&. 
Then tb^ heard aomeone m tihe ^Ssk^-vxxsk \mss^id& 
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the door. There was a knock at the door of the bouddr. 

"Come m," said Victwia. 

Mary entered. Her placid eyes passed over the 
Major's tie, which had burst out of his waistcoat, Vic- 
toria's tumbled hair. 

"Mr. Wren, mum," she said. 

Victoria staggered. Her hands knotted tfaemsdves to- 
gether convulsively. 

"Good God," she whispered. 

"Who is it? What does he want? What name did 
you say?" asked Cairns. Victoria's excitement was in- 
fecting him. 

Victoria did not answer. Mary stood before them, her 
eyes downcast before the dranm. She was waiting for 
orders. 

"Can't you speak?" growled Cairns. "Who is it?" 

Victoria foimd her voice at last 

"My brother," she said hoarsely. 

Cairns (Ud not say a word. He walked once up and 
down the room, stopped before the mirror to settle his 
tie. Then turned to Mary. 

"Tell the gentleman Mrs. Ferris can't see him." 

Mary turned to go. There was a sound of footsteps in 
the dining-room. The button of the door turned twice as 
if somebody was trying to open it. The door was locked 
but Cairns almost leaped towards it. Victoria stopped 
him. 

"No," she said, "let me have it out Tdl Mr. Wren 
I'm coming, Mary." 

Mary turned away. The incident was fading from her 
mind as a stone fades away as it falls into an abyss. Vic- 
toria dung to Cairns and whimpered in his ear. 

"Tom, go away, go away. Come back in an hour. I 
b^ you." 

"No, old ^rl, I'm going to see you tiirou^," said Cairns 
doggedly. 

"No, no, don't." There was fear m her voice. "I 

must have it out. Go away, for my sake, Tom." 

She pushed him gently into tbelaaSV, \atc«^\&Esv^s^'S^^^*- 
tpj^Lat and stick and dosed tiQLe^£k>x\^\sA\sask« 'Ss^ 
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braced hersdf for the effort; for a second the staircase 
shivered before her eyes like a road in the heat 

"Now for it," she said, "I'm in for a row." 

A pleasant little tingle was in her veins. She opened 
the dining-room door. It was not very li^L There was 
a slight singing in her ears. She saw nothing before ha 
except a man's legs dad in worn grey trousers wiiere the 
knees jutted forward sharply. With an effort she raised 
her eyes and looked Exiward in the face. 

He was pale and ^hin as ever. A ragged wi^ of ydlow 
hair himg over the left side of his forehead. He peered 
at her through hip silver-mounted glasses. His hands 
were twisting at hi' watch chain, quickly, nervously, like 
a mouse in a wheel. As she looked at his weak moutih his 
insignificance was revealed to her. Was this, this crea- 
ture with the vague idealistic face, the M^ shoulders^ 
something to be afraid of ? Pooh I 

"Well, Edward?" she said, involuntarily aggressive. 

Wren did not answer. His hands suddenly stopped re* 
volving. 

"Well, Edward?" she rqjeated. "So youVe foimd me?" 

"Yes," he said at length. "I . . . Yes, I've fo^md 
you." The movement of his hands began again. 

"Well?" 

"I know. I've found out. ... I went to Finsbury.*' 

"Oh? I suppose you mean you tracked me from my 
old rooms. I suppose Betty told you I • • • my new oc- 
cupation.'* 

Wren jumped. 

"Damn," he growled. "Damn you.** 

Victoria smiled. Edward swearing. It was too funny. 
What an awf td thing it was to have a sense of humour. 

"Yon seem to know all about it," she said snxx>thly. 
"But what do you want?" 

"How dare you?" growled Edward. "A woman like 
you ..." 

A hard look came into Victoria's eyes. 

"That will do, Edward, I know my own business." 

"Fes, a dirty business." A. \vcfc. ?L>a&\v ^^^t^^^d <wer the 
man's thin cheeks* ^ \ 
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"You little cur." Victoria smiled; she could fed her 
lips baring her eye teeth. "Fool." 

Edward stared at her. Passion was stifling his words. 

"It's a lot you know about life, schoolmaster," she 
sneered. "Who are you to preadi at me? Is it your 
business if I choose to sell my body instead of selling my 
labour?" * '""" 

"Yoiife disgraced." His voice went down to a hoarse 
whisper. "Disgraced." 

Victoria felt a wave of heat pass over her body. 

"Disgraced, you fool I Will anybody ever teach you 
what disgrace is? There's no such thing as disgrace for 
a woman. All women are disgraced when tihey're bom. 
We're parasites, toys. That's all we are^ You've got two 
kinds of uses for us, lords and masters! One kind is 
honourable labour, as you say, namely the work imder- 
taken by what you call the lower classes; the other's a 
share in the nuptial coudi, whether illegal or legal. Yes, 
your holy matrimony is only another name for my pro- 
fession.^ 

"You've no ri^t to say that,"* cried Edward. "You're 
trying to drag down marrij^e to your level. When a 
woman marries she gives herself because she loves; then 
her sacrifice is sublime." He sto>Fped for a second. Ideal- 
ism, sentimentalism, other names for ignorance of life, 
clashed in his self-conscious brain without producing light. 
"Oh, Victoria," he said, "you don't know how awfid it is 
for me to find you like this, my little sister ... of course, 
you can't love him^ . . .[if you'd married him it would 
have been different^ "^ 

"Ah, Edward, so Uiat's your philosophy. You say that 
<thou^ I don't love him, if I'd married him it would have 
been different. So you won't let me surrender to a man 
imless I can trick him or goad him into binding himself 
to>4he for life. If I don't love him I may marry him and 
make his life a hell and I shall be a good woman; but I 
mustn't live with him illegally so that he may stick to me 
only so long as he cares for me." 

"I didn't say that," stammecei lAsrwA. ^^^^i^ ^nsc«^ 
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it's ymmg to marry a mm you don't care f or • • • but 

marriage is different, it sanctifies." 

'^SancTtifiesI Notliing sanctifies anything. Our deeds 
are holy or unholy m themselves. Oh, understand me 
welly I claim no ethical revelation; I don't care ^Aiether 
my deeds are holy or not. I judge nothing, not even my- 
self. All I ^y is that your holy bond is a farce; if 
women were free — that is, trained, able and allowed to 
earn fair wages for fair labour — ^then marriage mi^t be 
holy. But marriage for a woman is a monetary contract 
It means that she is kept, clothed, amused; she is^petted 
like a favourite dog, indulg(^ like a ^}oiled child [In ex- 
change she gives her body. "2 « ' 

"No, no." 

"Yes, yes. And the difference between a manied 
woman and me is her superior craft, her ability to secure 
a grip upon a man. You respect her because she is per- 
manent, as you respect a vested interest." 

The flush rose again in Edward's cheeks. As he lost 
ground he fortified his obstinacy. 

"You've sold yourself," he said quickly, ''gone down 
into the gutter. ... Oh I" 

"The gutter!" Victoria was so full of contempt that 
it almost hurt her. "Of course I'm in the gutter. I al- 
ways was in the gutter. I was in the gutter when I 
married and my husband boarded and lodged me to be his 
favourite. I was in the gutter when I had to kow-tow to 
underbred pe(^le; to be a companion is to prostitute 
friendship. You don't mind that, do you? I was in the 
gutter in the tea shops, when I decoyed men into coming 
to the place because tihey ootild touch me, breathie me. 
I'm in the gutter now, but I'm in the ri^t one. Vvt 
found the one that's going to make me free." 

Edward was shaken by her passion. 

"Youll never be free," he fsdtered, "you're an outcflt** 

"An outcast from what?" sneered Victoria. "From ao- 

dety? What has society done for me? It's kicked me, 

jVs bled me. It's made me work ten hours a day for 

eigfit bob a wedk. It'd bave saO&fidi tcvj^ ^ ^acA^Gtend 
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me the workhouse, or the Thames at the end. It made 
me almost a cripple." 

Edward stared. 

"Yes," said Victoria savagdy. "That makes you 
squinn, sentimentalist Lock at that I" 

She put her foot on a chair, tucked up her skirt, tore 
down the stocking. Puiplish stSl, the veins stood out on 
the firm white fl^. 

Edward clenched both his hands and looked away. A 
look of pain was in his eyes. r 

"Yes, look at that," raged Victoria. jThat's what your 
society's done for me. It's chucked me into the water 
to teach me to swim, and it's gloated over every choke. 
It's fine talking about chivalry, isn't it, when you see 
what honest labour's done for me, isn't it? It's fine talk- 
ing about purity when you see the price your society pays 
me for being what I am, isn't it? Look at me. Look at 
my lace, look at my diamonds, look at < jy house . . . and 
think of the other side: eight bob a week, ten hours' work 
a day, a room with no fire, and a bed with no sheets. But 
I know your society now, and as I can't kill it I'll cheat it. 
I've served it and it's got two years of my lif^j^ but I'm 
going to get enough out of it to make it crawl." j; 

She strode towards Edward. 

"So don't you come preaching to me," she hissed. 

Edward's head bent down. Slowly he walked towards 
the door. 

"Yes," she said, "go. I've no use for you. I'm out for 
stronger meat." 

He opened the door, then, without looking iq>, 

"Good-bye," he said. 

The door closed bdind him. >^ctoria looked about 
her for some seconds, then sat down in the carving chair, 
her arms outstretched on the table. Her teeti^ were 
dendied now, her jaw set; with indomitable purpose she 
looked out into the darkening room where ^e saw the 
battle and victory of life. 
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CHAPTER IV 

Victoria had never loved adventure for its own sake. 
The change from drudgery to leisure was grateful as was 
aH it brou^t in the shape of pretty clothes, jewds and 
savoury dishes; but she realised every day better that, 
taking it as a profession, her career was no great success. 
It afforded her a fair livelihood, but the wasting asset of 
her beauty could not be replaced; thus it bdioved her to 
amortize its value at a rapid rate. She felt much better 
in health; her varicose veins had gone down a good deal, 
but she still preserved a dark mystery about them; after 
six months of intimate association, Cairns did not yet 
know why he had never seen Victoria without her stock- 
ings. Being nlan of the world enough to know that dis- 
cretion is happiness, he had never pressed the point; a 
younger or more sensitive man would have torn away the 
veil, so as to achieve total intimacy at the risk of wreck- 
ing it. He was not of these, and vaguely Victoria did not 
thank him for a sentiment half discreet, half indiffarent; 
such on attitude for a lover suggested disregard for essoi- 
tials. As she grew stronger and healthier her bram worked 
more clearly, and she b^an to realise that even ten yeazs 
of association with this man would yield no more than a 
pittance. And it would be difficult to hold hun tor ten 
years. 

Victorik certaiidy went ably to work to presi&rve for 
Cairns the f eding of novelty and adventure. It was prac- 
tically in -deference to her suggestions that he retained his 
chambers; lie soon realised her wisdom and entered into 
the spirit of then: life. He still tmderstood very well the 
pleasure of being her guest. Victoria found no dedine in 
his desire; perhaps it was less fiery, but it was as coarse 
and as constant Certainly she was woman for him radier 
than mardy a woman; moreover she was a habit. "Vic- 
toria saw this dearly enou^ and resolved to make the 
most of it 

In accordance with her prindples Ae kept her ex- 
penses down. 9ie would TK>tesrexi^i2^'«\)fi9Ri^ 
of a maid; she ' SeuM» to ^^ ^^ftaapi ^^^^ol 
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"wages. When Cairns was not expected her lunch was of 
the simplest, and Qiarlotte discovered with amazement 
that her rakish mistress could check a grocer's book. Vic- 
toria was not even above cheating the Water Board by 
omitting to register her garden tap. All these, however, 
-were petty economies; they would residt in a saving of 
perhaps three hundred a year, a beggarly sum when pitted 
against the uncertainties of her profession. 

She realised all this within three or four months of her 
new departure, and promptly decided that Calms must be 
made to yield a hi^er revenue. She felt that she could 
not very well tell him that a thousand a year was not 
enough; on the face of it it was ample. It was necessary 
therefore to launch out a little. The first step was to 
increase her visible supply of clothes, and this was easily 
done by buying the cheap and effective instead of the ex- 
pensive and good. Cairns knew enough about women's 
clothes to detect this now and then, *but the changes be- 
wildered him a little and he had some difficulty in seeing 
the difference between the latest thing and the cheapest 
Whenever she was with him she affected the manners of a 
spendthrift; she would call cabs to carry her a himdred 
yards, give a beggar a shilling, or throw a pair of gloves 
out of &e window because they had been worn once. 

Cairns smiled tolerantly. She might as well have her 
fling, he thou^t, and a lack of discipline was as charming 
in a mistress as it was deplorable in a wife. He was, there- 
fore, not surprised when, one morning, he found Victoria 
apparently nervous and worried. She owned that she was 
^ort of cash. In fact, the manager of her bank had 
written to point out that her accotmt was overdrawn. 

"Dear me," said Cairns with mock gravity ,"you've 
been going it, old girl! What's aU this? 'Sdf,' 'Sdf,' 
why aU these cheques are to 'Self.' You'll go broke." 

"I siq)pose I shall," said Victoria wearily. "I don't 
know how I do it, Tom. I'm no good at accoimts. And 
I hate asking you for more money . . . but what am I 
to do?" 

She crossed her hands over bsx knees ^sAV^^Sej^Ns^ ^ 
wiai a pretty c]q)res8K»L ol ^roeal. C«as)s\»a^P»- 
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'^HaaH, worry,** he said, curling a lock of her hair round 
a fat forefinger. ''Ill see you through." 

Victoria received that afternoon a cheque for two hun- 
dred and fifty pounds, which she paid into 4ier account 
She did not, however, inform Calms that the proceeds of 
the "Self" dieques had been paid into a sq>arate accoimt, 
which she had opened with another bank. By this means^ 
she was always able to exhibit a gloomy pass book when- 
ever it was required. 

Having discovered that Cairns was squeezable Victoria 
felt more hopeful as to the future. She was his only lux- 
ury and made the most of his liking for jewellery and furs. 
She even hit upon the more ingenious experiment of in- 
terestmg Barbezan Soeurs in her little speculations. The 
device was not novel: for a consideration of ten per cent 
these bustling dressmakers were ready to provide fictitious 
bills and even solicitor's letters couched in frigidly menac- 
ing terms. Cairns lauded and paid solidly. He had, ap- 
parently, far more money than he needed. \^ctoria was 
almost an economy; without her he would have lost a 
fortime at bridge, kept a yacht, perhaps, and certainly a 
motor. As it was he was quite content widi his pcky 
chambers in St. James', a coi^le of clubs which he never 
thought of entering, the house in Elm Tree Place and a 
stock of good cigars. 

Cairns was happy, and Victoria laboiuing lightly for 
large profits, was contented, too. Theirs were lazy livesi 
for Cairns was a man who could loaf. He loafed so suc- 
cessfully that he did not even think of interfering wift 
Victoria's reading. She now read steadily and vora- 
ciously; she eschewed novels, fearing the influence of sen- 
timait. "It will be time for sentiment by and by/' die 
sometimes told herself. Meanwhile she armoui^ her 
heart and sharpened her wits. The earlier political qpin- 
ions which had formed in her mind imder the pressure of 
toil remained unchanged but did not devdop. 9ie recog- 
nised herself as a parasite and almost gloried in it. She 
evolved as a system of philosophy that one's conduct ift 
life is a matter of altematiNe&. li^o^oML ^^^^ Qood and 
notbiqg was evil; tlung^ "ncn \)eXtat ^^oai c:idu9[% ^ 
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and there -wes an end of her morality. Victoria had no 
patience with theories. One day much to Caims's sur- 
prise, she violently flung IngersoU's essays into the fender* 

"Steady on," said Cairns, "steady on, old girl." 

"Such rot," she snarled. 

"Hear, hear," said Cairns, picking up the book and 
looking at its title. "Serve you rigibt for reading that sort 
of stuff. I can't make you out, Vic." 

Victoria looked at him with a faint smile, but refused 
to assign a cause for her anger. In fact she had suddenly 
been irritated by IngersoU's definition of morality. "Per- 
ceived obligation," she thou^t. "And I don't perceive 
any obligation!" She consoled herself suddenly with the 
thou^t that her amorally was a characteristic of the 
superman. 

The superman preoccupied her now and then. He was 
a good subject for speculation because imponderable and 
inexistent. The nearest approadi she could think of was 
a cross between an efficient colonial governor and a latter- 
day prophet. She believed quite sincerely that tiie day 
must come when children of the li^t must be bom, ca- 
pable of ruling and of keeping the law. She saw very 
well, too, that their production did not lie witili an effete 
aristocracy any more than with a dirty and drunken de- 
mocracy; probably they would be neo-plutocrats, men full 
of ambition, lusting for power and yet imbued with a 
spirit of icy justice. Her earliest tendency had been to- 
wards an' idealistic socialism. Burning with her own 
wrongs and touched by the angelic wing of sympathy, she ' 
had seen in the communisation of wealth the only means 
of curbing the evils it had hiAerto wrought. Further 
observation showed her, however, that an idealism of this 
kind would not lead the world ^>eedily into a peaceful 
havai. She saw too well that covetousness was still lurk- 
ing snaillike in the bosom of man, ready to rear its ugly 
h€^ and strike at any hand. Thus she was not surprised 
to see the chaos whidi reigned among socialists, their in- 
trigumg, their jealousies, their tmaiding dissess^cscN^^ *^s!»^s. 
apostaaes. This did not throw Yiet \^^jc^ m\a ^^ ^k«^ 
typed pbilosopby of mdividua:fisni\ lot ^^ coxii^^^'^'^^ 
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seeing tihat the system of modem life was absurd, stiqndly 
ni/asteful above all of time, labour and wealth. To api^y 
Nietzscheism to socialism was, however, beymid her; to 
reconcile the two doctrines which apparently conflict and 
really only overlap was a task too difficult for a brain 
whidi had lain fallow for twenty-five years- But she 
dimly felt that Nietzscheism did not mean a glorified im- 
perialism, but a worship of intellectual efficiency and the 
stringent morality of noblesse oblige. 

Where Victoria began to part issue with her own 
thoughts was when she considered the position of women. 
Their outlook was one of imrdieved gloom; and it one day 
came upon her as a revelation that Nietzsche and Sch(q)en- 
hauer, following in a degree on Rousseau, had forgotten 
women in the scheme of life. There might be supermen, 
but there would be no sup)erwomen: if the supermen were 
true to their type they would have to crush and to dom- 
inate the women. As the latter fared so hard at the hands 
of the pigmies of to-day, what would they do if they could 
not develop in time to resist the sons of Anak? Victoria 
saw that the world was entering upon a sex war. Hitherto 
a shameful state of peace had left women m the hands of 
men, turning over the other cheek to the smiter. The sex 
war, however, held forth no hopes to her; in the dim fu- 
ture, sex equality might perhaps prevail; but she saw 
nothing to indicate that women had sown the seeds of 
their victory. She had no wish to enrol herself in the 
ranks of those who were wagmg an almost hc^less battle^ 
armed with imtrained intellects snd imatUetic bodies. 
She could not get away from the fact that the best women 
adiletes cannot compete with ordinary men, that even 
women with high intellectual qualifications had not ousted 
from commanding positions men of inferior ability. 

All this, she thought, was imjust; but vAiy hope for a 
change? There was nothing to show that men grew mudb 
better as a sex; then why pin faith to the coming of bet- 
to' times? Women were parasites, working only imder 
constraint, badly and at imcongeniad tasks; their ri^t to 
live was based on thar capeudty to ^^^asfc. TtA&\^xQR»l|it 
i^r to ber own 5*^ '^"cu Tte tNtote^ajj \5A^afc\«W 
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the shape of two roads. One was the road which led to 
the struggle for life; aiding, she felt it too well, in a crawl 
to death on crippled limbs. The other was the road along 
which grew roses, roses which she could pluck and sell to 
men; at the end of that was the heaven of independence. 
It had golden gates; it was guarded by an angel in white 
garments with a palm leaf in his hands and beyond lay 
the pleasant places where she had a right of way. And 
as she looked again the heaven with the golden gates 
turned into a bank with a commissionaire at the door. 

Her dioice being made, she did not regret it. For the 
time being her life was pleasant enough, and if it could 
be made a little more profitable it would soon be wdl 
worth living, and her freedom would be earned. Mean- 
while she took pleasure in small things. The little house 
was almost a show place, so delicate and refined were its 
inner and outer details. Victoria saw to it that frequently 
changed flowers decorated the beds in the front garden; 
Japanese trees, dwarfed and gnarled, stood right and left 
of the steps, scowling like tiny Titans; all the blinds in 
the house were a mass of insertion. These blinds were a 
feature for her; they implied secrecy. Behind the half 
blinds were thick curtains of decorated muslin; behind 
these again, heavy curtains which could be drawn at will. 
They were the impenetrable veil which dosed off from 
the world and its brutalities this oasis of forbidden joys. 

In the house also she was ever elaborating, sybaritismg 
her life. She had a branch telephone fixed at the head of 
her bed; the first time that Cairns used it to tell his man 
to bring up his morning coat she had the peculiar sensation 
that her bed was in touch with the world. She could call 
up anybody, the Archbishop of Canterbury, the Governor 
of the Bank of England or the headquarters of the Sal- 
vation Army. Her bed was the centre of the world. She 
fitted the doors of her bedroom and her boudoir with 
curious little locks, which acted on the pressure of a finger, 
for her mind was turned on ddicades and the sharp dick 
of a bolt, the grating of a koy savoured of the dk^s^s^s^ 
therefore of the coarse. A twist oi \hfc'^<c5ci\i^c«^«5v*ci^ 
Gngers and the world was sUeaWv ^ut Q>aX.. 
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Now, too, tbat she was beautiful once more ahe flvOM 
in mirrcN^ llie existing ones in her bedroom a&d in ^ 
boudoir were not enou^; they were public, unintimate. 
She had a high mirror fixed in the bathrorai, so that sh^ 
could see herself in her freshness, covered Trith peady 
beads like a naiad. She rejoiced in her beauty, in her 
renewed strength; she often stood for many minutes in thi 
dim, steamy light of the room, analysing her body, its 
grace and you&, with a growing consciousness of latent 
power. Thai, suddenly, the faint violet streaks of the 
varicose veins would intrude upon the lite and she would 
wrap herself up jealously in her bathrobe so that not even 
tiie mirror should be a confidant of the past 

CHAPTER V 

Week after we& passed on, and now mmotony drew 
her stifling doak over Victoria. Cairns was still in a state 
of beatitude, which made him an imexdting companion; 
satisfied in his egoism, it never came into his mind that 
Victoria could tire of her life. He spent many afternoons 
in the back garden under a rose-covered pergola. By his 
side was a little table with a syphon, a decanter of \i4]dsky, 
and a box of cigars; he read desultorily, sometimes the 
latest motor novd, at odier times the improving memoirs 
of ei^teenth century noblewomen. Now and €hen he 
would look approvingly at Victoria in plain white drill, 
ddightfully mischievous under a sun-bonnet, and relapse 
into his book. Once he quoted "A flask of wine, a book 
of verse . . ." and Victoria went into suddoi fits of 
lau^ter when she remembered Neville Brown. The sin- 
gle hackneyed line seemed to link malekind togethar. 

Cairns was already talking of going away. June was 

oppressivdy hot and he was hankering after some quiet 

place where he mi^t do some sea-fishing and get some 

golf. He was becoming dangerously fat; and Victoria, 

foreseeing a long and very <£eap holiday, favoured ^ 

idea in every way. They could go up to Scotland latcTi 

too; but Cairns rather bedtaAfid^bcraft. «ikA&^i^ be ndflwr 

camf to sbow off Victoria \)eioc« ^ik^*^B^a^Vi^\ue« m 
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Uie moors, nor to leave her for a fortni^t He was pay- 
ing the p^ialty of Capua. His {dans were set back, how- 
ever, by serious trouble which had taken place on lus Irish 
estate, his, though still in the hands of Marmaduke 
Caims's executors. There had been ni^triding^ cattle 
driving, some boycotting. The situation grew so tense 
that the executors advised Cairns to sell the estate to the 
tenants, but the latter declined the terms; matters came 
to a deadlock and it was quite on the cards that an i^U- 
cation migiht be made under the Irish Land Act. It was 
dear tiiat in this case the terms would be bad, and Cairns 
was called to Limerick by telegram as a last chance. He 
left Victoria, grumbling and cursing Ireland and all things 
Irish. 

Left to herself, Victoria felt rather at a loose end. The 
cheerful if iminteresting personality of Major Cairns had 
a way of filling the house. He had an expaxudve mind; it 
was almost chubby. For two days she rather enjoyed her 
freedom. The simmier was gorgeous; St. Jdm's Wood 
was bursting everywhere into flower; the trees were grow^ 
ing opaque in the parks. At every stre^ comer little 
whirlwinds of dry grit swayed in the hot air. One after- 
noon Victoria indulged in the luxury of a hired private 
carriage, and flatmted it with the best in the long line on 
the south side of the park. Wedged for a quarter of an 
hour in the mass she felt a glow come over her. The 
horses all round her shone like polished wood, the car- 
riage panels were lustrous, the harness was glittering, the 
brass burnished; all the world seemed to radiate warmth 
and li^t. Gaily enou^, because not jaded by rq>etition,. 
she caused the carriage to do the Ring, twice. She fdit 
for a mtoment that she was free, that ^e could vie with 
those women whose lazy detachment she stirred for a 
moment into curiosity by her deep eyes, dark piled hair 
and the audacity of her diaphanous cripe de chine. 

Cairns was still in Ireland, struggling conscientiously 
to pile up an unearned increment; and Victoria, tbor- 
ou^ly aimless, suddenly bethought herself c^ F«r«^&. 
She bkd been remiss in what ntoa tlkcv^X. ^ ^Nfej - '^^'"^^^J^l^ 
£be ougfit to report progress to tit^fc xoaaoL N^^os^^is^'^^'^^^^^ 
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Co open her eyes to the realities of life. She had mis- 
applied his teaching perhaps, or rather renaoulded it, but 
still it was his teaching. Or rather it was what a woman 
should know, as opposed to what Thomas Farwdl 
preached; if men were to practise that, then she should 
revise her philosophy. 

At ten minutes to one she entered the Moorgaite Stre^ 
P.R.R. with a little thrill. Everything breathed familiar- 
ity; it was like commg home, but better, for it is sweeter 
to revisit the place where one has suffered, when one has 
emerged, than to brood with gentle sorrow on the spot, 
where there once was joy. She knew every landmark, the 
tobacconist, the picture shop, still full of "Mother's Helps" 
and of "artistic" studies in the nude; there was the red- 
coated bootblack, too, as dirty and as keenly solicitous as 
ever. The P.R.R. itself did not chill her. In the crude 
Jime sunlight its nickel shone gaily enough. Ever3rthing 
was as before; the cakes had beai moulded in the old 
moulds, and here was the old bill of fare, unchang^ no 
doubt; even the marble-topped tables and the half-deaned 
cruets looked kindly upon her; but the tesselated red and 
blue floor aroused tide hateful menK>ry of another \^ctoria 
on her hands and knees, an old sack round her waist, pain- 
fully swa3ing from right to left, swabbing the tiles. little 
rivulets of water and dirt flowed slowly across the spectre's 
hand. 

As she went down the st^s into the smoking-nxmi she 
crossed with the manageress, still buxom and erect; but 
she passed unnoticed, for this was the busy hour whm the 
chief tried to be simultaneously on three floors. The room 
was not so full as it had once been. She sat down at a 
IHtle table and watched the familiar scene for some min- 
utes. She told tide girl she wotild wait a minute, for she 
did not want to miss Farwell. The world had gone round, 
but ai^[>arently the P.R.R. was the axis. There in the aM> 
ner were the chess players; to-day they only ran four 
boards, but at one of them a fierce discussion was going 
OB as to a variation of the queoi's pawn opening. On the 
other side of the lOom Nvexe Ctie ^^nxl^^ ^KscKSfis^ ^yeo^ 
lau^bing and smokiD« -^-^^ttes, Tbfc \^ wA>3€a«s^\j^ V 
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vantine was missing. Victoria regretted him, for the apoc- 
alyptic figure was an essential part of the ugly past But 
there was ^'old dry toast" all alone at his little table. He 
had not changed; his white hair still framed thickly his 
beautiful old brown face. There he sat, still silent and 
desolate, waiting for the end. Victoria felt a pang of 
sorrow. She was not quite hardened yet and she realised j 
it angrily. There must be no sympathy and no quarter in \ 
her game of life. It was too late or too soon for diat. 
Victoria let her eyes stray roimd the room. There were 
the yoimg men and boys or some of the same breed, in 
their dark suits, brilliant ties, talking noisily, chaffing one 
another, gulping down their small teas and toasted scones. 
A conversation between two older men was wafted in to 
her ears. 

"Awful. Have you tried anndidde?" 

At that moment a short, broad figure walked smartly 
down the steps. It was Thomas Farwell, a thin red book 
imder his arm. He went strai^t throu^ to the old table, 
propped his book against the cruet and began to read. 
Victoria surveyed him critically. He was thinner than 
ever; his hair was more plentifully sprinkled with grey 
but had receded no further. He was quite near her, so 
she could see his unbrushed collar and his frayed cuffs. 
After a moment the girl came and stood beade him; it 
was Nelly, big and raw-boned as ever, handsome still like 
the fine beast of burden she was. She wore no apron now, 
in proud token of her new position as head waitress. Now 
the voices by her side were talking holidays. 

"No, Ramsgit's good enough for me. Broadstairs and 
all these little places, they're so tony " 

Maud passed quiddy before Victoria. The poor little 
^rl was as white as ever; her flaccid dieeks danced up 
and down as she ran. The other voice was relating at 
length how its owner had taken his good lady to Deal. 
Nelly had left Farwell, walking more slowly than the 
oAer girls, as befitted her station. Victoria felt herself 
pluck up a little courage, crossed 4iie room^ follow^ Vs^^ 
many admiring {^aaceS| and quiOd^ ^aX ^nstcl ^x^'wrw^'^ 
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table. He looked up quickly. The bock dropped sud- 
denly from the cruet 

"Victoria," he ga^^ed. 

"Yes," she said, smiling. 

'HVdl . . ." His eyes ran over her dose-fitting tussore 
dress, her 'white kid gloves. 

"Is tibat aH youVe got to say to me?" she asked. 
"Won't you shake hands?" 

FarweD put out his hand and held hers for a second. 
He was sn^Ung now, with just a toudi of wistfulness in 
his eyes. 

"I'm very ^ad to see you," he said at length. 

"So am I," said Victoria. "I hope you don't mind my 
OHning hare, but I only thought of it this ntKHning." 

"Mind," snapped Farwell. "People who understand 
everything never mind anything." 

Victoria smiled again. The bumptious aphorism was 
a sign that Farwell was still himself. For a minute or so 
they locked at one another. Victoria wondered at tins 
man; so powerful intellectually and physically; and yet 
content to live in his ideals on a pittance, to do dull work, 
to be a subordinate. Truly a caged lion. Farwell, on the 
other hand, was looking in vain for scrnie physical ravidies 
to justify Victoria's profession, for some gross develop- 
ment at least. He looked in vain. Instead of the' pale 
dark girl with large grey eyes whom he had known, he 
now saw a healthy and beautiful woman with a dear 
white skin, thick hair, red lips. 

"Well," he said with a laugh, "can I invite you to lunch 
with me?" 

"You may," she said. "I'll have a small coffee and • . . 
a sunny side up." 

Farwell laughed and signed to Nelly. After a minute 
he attracted her attention and gave the order wi&out 
Ndly taking any interest in Farwell's guest. It might be 
ra^r extraordinary, but her supervisory duties were aD- 
ateofbent When she returned, however, she stole a curi- 
ous look at Victoria while pladng before her the poached 
^g oo (oast She looked al \iex «:e^« «a:A\«i «at& 4t 
JatedL 
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"Law," die said, "VicI" 

"Yes^ Ndly, how are you?" ^^ctoria ptit out her gloved 
hand. Nelly took k wonderingly. 

'I'm an right," she answered slowly. ^^Jrjsi been made 
head waitress," she added with some tmction. Her eyes 
were roving over Victoria's dotibtes, valuing them like an 
expert. 

''Ccngratulati<»is," said Victoria. ^'Glad you're getting 
on. 

"I spe you're getting on," said Ndly, with a toudi of 
sarcasm. 

"So, sot^ &'ngs aren't too bad." Victoria looked up. 
The women's eyes crossed like rapiers; Nelly's were ftdl 
of su^id<ni. Tbe conversation stopped then, for Ndly 
was already in rrquest in half a dozen quarters. 

"She knows," said Victoria smoothly. 

"Of course," said FarweD. "Trust a woman to know 
the worst about another and to show it up. Every little 
hdps in a contest such as life." 

Farwell then questioned her as to her situation, but 
she refused him all details* 

"No," she said, "not here. There's Ndly watching us, 
and Maud has just been told. Betty's been shifted, I 
know, and I suppose Mary and Jennie are gone, but 
there's the manageress and some of tibe girls upstairs. I've 
nearly done. Let me return the invitation. Dine widi 
me to-ni^t . . ." She was going to say "at home," but 
dianged her mind to the prudent course . . . "at, wdl, 
anywhere you like. Whereabouts do you live, Mr. Far- 
wdl?" 

"I live in the Waterloo Road," said Farwdl, "an artery 
named after the playing fidds of Eton." 

"I don't know it well," said Victoria, "but I scan to 
remember an Italian place near Waterloo Station. Sup- 
pose you meet me at the south end of Waterloo Bridge 
at seven?" 

"It will do admirably," said the man. "I suppose you 
want to go now? Well, you've put out my habits*^ \aMl.\!^ 
come, too." 

Tbey went out; the last VictiorvarsKw o\ «Bfc^ :«-»-* ^ 
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the face of the cook through tide hole in fhe partidoin, red, 
sweating, wrinkled by the heat and hurry of the day. 
They parted in the churchyard. Victoria watched him 
walk away with his firm swing, his head erect. 

"A man," she thought, "too clever to succeed." 

Being now again at a loose end and still feeling fairly 
hungry, she drove down to Frascati's to lunch. She was 
a healthy young animal, and scanty fare was now a nov- 
elty. At three o'clock she decided to look xq) Betty at ho* 
depot in Holbom; and by great good luck found that 
Betty was free at half-past five, as the Holbom depot, for 
unknown reasons, kept shorter hours than Moorgate 
Street. She whiled away the intervening time easQy 
enough by shop-gazing and writmg a long letter to Cairns 
on the hospitable paper of the Grand Hotel. At half-past 
five she picked up Betty at the door of the P.R.R. 

"Thank you again so very, very much for the sweater 
and the dressing gown," said Betty as she slipped her 
arm through that of her friend. 

"Don't be silly, Betty, I like giving you things." \^c- 
toria smiled and pressed the girl's arm. "You're not look- 
ing well, Betty." 

"Oh, I'm all right," said Betty wearily. 

Victoria looked at her again. Under the pretty, waved, 
sandy hair Betty's forehead looked waxen; her cheeks 
were too red. Her arm felt thinner than ever. What was 
one to do? Betty was a weakling and must go to the wall. 
But there was a sweetness in her which no one could re- 
sist. 

"Look here, Betty," said Victoria, "I've got very little 
time; I've got to meet Mr. Farwdl at Waterloo Bridge at 
seven. It's beautifully fine, let's drive down to Emt»nk- 
msat Gardens and talk." 

Betty's face clouded for a moment at the mention oi 

Farwell's name. She hated him with the ferocity of the 

weak; he had ruined her friend. But it was good to have 

her back. The cab drove down Chancery Lane at a q>axik- 

ing rate, then across the Strand and throu^ a lane. The 

unaccastamed pleasure and I3:ie tu:^ ol ^Xsraa^^bK 

face into pink unison with hex di»£k&. 
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Tlie two women sat side by side for a momail This 
was the second time &ey had met since Victoria had 
entered her new life. There had been a few letters, the 
last to thank Victoria for her Qiristmas present, but Betty 
did not say much in them. Her tradition of virtue had 
erected a barrier between them. 

"Well, Betty," said Victoria suddenly, "do you still 
think me very bad?" 

"Oh, Vic, how can you? I never, never said tibat." 

"No, you thought it," answered Victoria a little cruelly. 
"But never mind, perhaps you're ri^t." 

"I never said so, never tibou^t so," persisted Betty. 
"You can't go wrong, Vic, you're • . . you're different'* 

"Perhaps I am," said Victoria. "Perhaps there are 
different laws for different people. At any rate I've made 
my choice and must abide by it." 

"And are you happy, Vic?" Anxiety was in the girl's 
face. 

"Happy? Oh, haf^y enou^. He*s a good sort." 

"I'm so glad. And . . . Vic • • . do you think hell 
marry you?" 

"Marry me?" said Victoria, laughing. "You little 
goose, of course not. Why should he marry me now he's 
got me?" 

This was a new idea for Betty. 

"But doesn't he love you very, very much?" she asked^ 
her blue eyes growing rounder and rounder. 

"I suppose he does in a way," said Victoria. "But it 
doesn't matter. He's very kind to me, but he won't 
marry me; and, honestly, I wouldn't marry him." 

Betty looked at her amazed and a little shocked. 

"But, dear," die faltered, "think of what it would 
mean; you ... he and you, you see . . . you're living 
like that ... if he married you . . ." 

"Yes, I see," said Victoria with a sli^t sneer, "you 
mean tihat I should be an honest woman and all that? 
My dear child, you don't imderstand. Whether he mar- 
ries me or not it's all the same. So long as a wofm^as^ >& 
economically dependent on z, Twaxv ^<^^ ^ '^^n^^ ^-sJ^c^-N 
tbing. L^aUy or ill^dly jomedL VC^ csaKfii^^ ^Ccfc «»«. 
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thing; the legal bond has its advantages and Hs disad- 
vantages and there's an end of the matter." 

Betty looked away over the Thames; she did not under- 
stand. The tradition was too strong. Time woH quickly. 
Betty had no tale to imfold; the months had passed leav- 
ing her doing tide same work for the same wage, living in 
the same room. Before her was the horiz(xi on ¥^ch were 
outlined two ships; ''ten hours a day'' and ''eij^ bob a 
week." And the skyline? 

As ihey parted, Victoria made Betty promise to come 
and see her. Then they kissed twice, gently and silently, 
and Victoria watched her friend's slim figure fsMcle out of 
sight as she walked away. She had the same inqn-ession 
as when she parted with Lottie, who had gone so bravdy 
into the dark. A wave of melancholy was upon har. Poor 
girls, they were without hope; ^e, at least, was viewing 
Ufe with her eyes open. She would wrench sometiiing out 
of it yet. She shook herself; it was a quarter to seven. 

An hour later she was sitting oppodte Farwdl. They 
were getting to the end of dinner. Conversation had 
flagged while they disposed of the earlier courses. Now 
they were at the ice and coffee stage. The waiters grew 
less attentive; indeed, there was nobody to observe them 
save the olive-skinned boy with the mournful eyes vrbo 
looked at the harbour of Palermo throu^ the Waterloo 
Road door. Farwell lit the cigar which Victoria forced 
upon him, and leant back, puffing contentedly. 

"Well," he said at laigth, "how do you like the life?'* 

"It is better than the old one," she said. 

"Oh, so you've come to that You have given up the 
absolutes." 

"Yes, I've given them up. A woman like me has to." 

"Yes, I suppose you've got to," pandered FanvdL 
"But apart from tihat, is it a success? Are you attainbig 
your end? That's the only thing that matters^ yoa 
know." 

"I am, in a sense; Vm savmg money. You see, hgf$ 
generous.** 
''Excelleat, excellent,** snecteA 'F^rwSi. ''\>Sut^fM 
XDU making out of ^Aiat <he\Ksas%e£&&oiS\vSs^^^DAX^«^^ 
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vnn enable you to command tiie bourgeois rei^>ect By- 
and-by I suf^se you'll have made a fortune?'' 

"Well, no; a competency, perhaps, with luck." 

"With lud^, as you say. Do you know, Victoria, this 
luck business is grand! My firm goes in for mines: tibey 
went prospecting in America twenty years ago and they 
happened to strike copper. That was good. Other men 
struck granite only. 'Diat was bad. But my boss is a 
City Sheriff now. Frightfully rich. There used to be 
four of them, but one died of copper poisoning, and an- 
other was found shot in a gulch. Nobody knows how it 
happ>ened, but the other two got the mines." 

Victoria smiled. She liked this piratical tit-bit 

"Yes," she said, "luck's the thing. And merit • • . 
well, I suppose the surviving partners had merit." 

"Anyhow, I wish you luck," said Farwell. "But tell 
me more. Do you find you've paid too higjli a price for 
what you've got?" 

"Too high a price?" 

"Yes. Do you have any of that remorse we read about; 
would you like to be wlmt you were? Unattached, you 
know . . • eligible for Young Women's Christian Associa- 
tions?" 

"Oh, no," Victoria laughed. "I can't pay too high z 
price for what I think 111 get. I don't mean tibese jewels 
or these clothes, that's only my professional uniform. 
When I've served my time I shall get that for which no 
woman can pay too much: I sEall be economically inde- 
pendent, free." 

"Free." Farwdl looked towards the ceiling through a 
cloudlet of smoke. "Yes, you're ri^t. With the world 
as it is it's the only way. To be independent you must 
acquire tiie right to be dependent on the world's labour, 
to be a drone . . . and the biggest drone is queen of the 
hive. Yet I wish it had been otherwise with you." He 
looked at her regretfully. 

Victoria toyed with a dessert knife. 

"Why?" she asked. 

"Oh, you had possibilities • • .XsaV ^SvKt '^^ ^^/^ 
iave. And most of them torn omlX to \i^ \ssfi3^^5^sSici»!^ 
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At any rate, you're not disgusted with your Ufe, with any 
detail?" 

'^No, I don't think so. I don't say 111 go on any longer 
tlian I need, but it's bearable/ But even if it were re- 
pulsive in every way I'd go on if I saw freedom ahead 
If I fight at all I ii^t to a finish." 

"You're strong," said Farwell, looking at her. "I wish 
I had your strength. You've got that force wfaidi makes 
eacplorers, founders of new faiths, prophets, company pro- 
moters." He aghed. 

"Let's go," he added, "we can talk in the warm ni^t" 

For an hour they talked, agreeing always in the tod, 
Farwell was cruelly conscious of two wasted lives: lus^ 
because his principles and has capacity for thou^t had 
no counterweight in a capacity for action; Victoria's^ be- 
cause of her splendid gifts ignobly wasted and misused by 
a world which had asked her for the least of them. 

Victoria felt a peculiar pleasure in this man's aodety. 
He was elderly, ugly, ill-clad; sometimes he was boorish, 
but a halo of thought surrounded him, and the least of his 
words seemed precious. All this devirilised him, deprived 
him of physical attractiveness. She could not imagine 
herself receiving and returning his caresses. They parted 
on Waterloo Bridge. 

"Good-bye," said Farwell, "you're on the right track. 
The time hasn't come for us to keep the law, for we don't 
know what the law is. All we have is the edict of the 
powerful, the prejudice of the fool; the last especially, for 
these goaled souls have their traditions, and thdr ccmvic- 
tions are prisons all." 

Victoria pressed his hand and turned away. She did 
not look back. If she had she would have seen Farwdl 
looking into the Thames, his face lit up by a gas lamp^ 
curiou&ly speculative in expression. His emoticms were 
not warring, but the chaos in his brain was such that he 
was fighting the logical case for and against an attempt 
to find enli^tenment on the otiber slc^ of the vidley. 



\ 
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CHAPTER VI 

Victoria stretched herself lazily in bed. Her eyes took 
in a picture of Cairns on the mantelpiece framed between 
a bottle of eau-de-cologne and the carriage clock; then, 
little by little, she anal3^sed details, small objects, powder- 
puffs, a Chelsea candlestick, an open letter, the wall paper. 
She closed her eyes again and buried her face in the pQ- 
low. The lace edge tickled her ear pleasantly. She snug- 
gled like a stroked cat. Then she awoke again, for Mary 
had just placed her early cup of tea on the night table. 
The tray seemed to come down with a crash, a spoon fell 
on the carpet. Victoria felt daylight rolling back sleep 
from her brain while Mary pulled up the blinds. As light 
flooded the room and her senses became keener she heard 
the blinds dash. 

"You're very noisy, Mary," she said, liftmg herself on 
one elbow. 

The girl aune back to the bed, her hands folded to- 
gether. 

"I'm sorry, mum. . . . I . . . I've . . ." 

"Yes? What's the matter?" 

Mary did not answer, but Victoria could see she was 
disturbed. Her cap was disarranged; it inclined perhaps 
five degrees from the vertical. There was a faint flush 
on her cheeks. 

"What's the matter?" said Victoria sharply. "Is there 
anything wrong?" 

"No, mum. . . . Yes, mum. . . . They say in the 
paper . . . There's been trouble in Ireland, mum. . . ." 

"In Ireland?" Victoria sat bolt upright. Her heart 
gave a great bang and then began to go with a whirr. 

"At Rossbantry, mum . . . last night . . . he's 
shot. . . ." 

"Shot? Who? Can't you speak?" 

"The Major, mum." 

Mary unfolded her hands suddenly and drew them up 
and down her apron as if trying to dry theca. V^s^ssca. 
sat as if frozen, looking at Tiet m<8L<fe-«3^. t^^ss^ '^ssr. ^^ 
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lapsed on tihie pillow. Everything swam for a second, flien 
she felt Mary raising her head. 

"Go away," whig)ered Victoria. "Leave me for a min- 
ute, rm all right." 

Mary hesitated for a moment, then obeyed, soMy dos- 
ing the door. Victoria lay staring at the ceiling. Cidns 
was dead, shot. Awful. A week ago his heavy frame was 
outlined under these very blankets. Sie shuddered. But 
why, how? It wasn't true, it couldn't be true. She sat 
up as if impelled by a spring, and rang the bell violently, 
llie broken rope fell on her face in a coil. With boA 
hands she seiz^ her chin as if to stop a scream. 

"The paper! get me the paper!" she gasped as Mary 
came in. The ^rl hesitated. Victoria's face frightened 
her. Victoria looked at her straight, and she ran out of 
the room. In another minute she had laid the open pi^ 
before her mistress. 

Victoria clutched it with both hands. It was troei 
True. It was true. The headlines were all Ae could see. 
She tried to read the text, but the letters danced. Sbt 
returned to the headlines. 

Shocking Outrage in Ireland 



Landlord Shot 

In the next column: — 

M. C. C's Hard Task 

Her heart's action was less violent now. She imderstood; 

every second increased her lucidity. Shot Cairns was 

shot. Oh, she knew, he had carried strife with him and 

some tenant had had his revenge. She took up the paper 

and could read it now. Cairns had refused to nu^ temi% 

and on the morning of his death had served notices of 

eviction on eighteen cottagers. The same ni^t he was 

sitting at a window of his bailiff's house. Then two shots 

fitnn the other side of the road, another from lower domt 

Cairns was wounded twice, m \3[i^ Vs&% ^sA \Ses»mjl, and 

died within twenty minutes. K ii^qxl T(ra£» noA^ wcnau 
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Victoria put down the paper. Her mind v^as quite dear 
again. Poor old Tom I She fdt sorry but above all dis- 
turbed; every nerve in her body seemed raw. Poor old 
Tom, a good fellow! He had been kind to her; and now, 
there he was. Dead when he was thinking of coming back 
to her. He would never see her again, the little house and 
things he loved. Yes, he had been kind; he had saved her 
from that awful life . . . Victoria's thoughts turned into 
another channd. What was going to become of her? 

"Old girl," she said aloud, "you're in the cart." 

She revised that she was again adrift, alone, face to face 
with the terrible world. Cairns was gone; there was no- 
body to protect her against the buffeting waves. A milk- 
man's cart rattled by; she could hear ti^e distant rumble 
of the Underground, a snatch carried by the wind from 
a German band. Well, the time had come; it had to 
come. She could not have hdd Cairns for ever; and now 
she had to prove her mettle, to show whether she had 
learned enough of the world, whether she had grit. The 
thought strud^ cold at her, but an intimate counsellor in 
her brain was already awake and crying out: 

"Yes, yes, go on! you can do it yet." 

Victoria threw down the paper and jumped out of bed. 
She dressed feverishly in the dothes and linen she had 
thrown in a heap on a chair the night before, twisting her 
hair up into a rough coil. Just before leaving the room 
she remembered she had not even washed her hands. She 
did so hurriedly; then, seeing ttie cold cup of tea, drank 
it off at a gulp; her throat fdt parched. 

She pushed back the untasted dish on the breakfast 
table. Her head between her hands, she tried to think. 
At intervals she poured out cups of tea and drank diem off 
quickly. 

Snoo and Poo, after vainly trying to induce her to play 
with them, lay in a heap in an armchair snufOing as they 
slept. 

The better she realised her position the greater grew 
her fears. Once more she was the cork tossed \s!l *^s^ 
stonn; and yet, rudderless, die xnn^ T«>nj©Xfc xfiX.^ '^^ 
Iwrfiour of liberty. If Caima TmA ^n^A. «xA ^^\s»^ 
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'ft 

her power over him wane, she would have taken steps; 
she did not know what steps, but felt she surely would 
have done something. But Cairns was dead; in twenty 
minutes she had passed from comparative security into the 
region where thorns are many and roses few. 

Poor old Tom! She felt a tiny pang; surdy this om- 
cem with herself when his body still lay unburied was 
selfish, ugly. But, pooh I why make any bones about it? 
As Calms had said himself, he liked to see her beautiful, 
happy, well dad. His gifts to her were gifts to himsdf : 
she was merely his vicar. 

Victoria drank some more cold tea. Good or bad, 
Cairns belonged to the past and the past has no virtues. 
None, at any rate, for those whose present is a wind-swq)t 
table-land. Men must come and go, drink to the full of 
the cup and pay richly for every sip, so that she mi^t be 
free, hold it no longer to their lips. There was no time ta 
waste, for already ^e was some hours older; some of those 
hours which might have been transmuted into gold, that 
savmg gold. She must take steps. 

The "steps to be taken," a comforting sentence, weie 
not easy to evolve. But another comforting catchword, 
"reviewing the situation," saved her from perplexity. 9ic 
went into the little boudoir and took out her two pass 
books. The balance seemed agreeably fat, but she did 
not allow herself to be deluded; she checked off the dd)it 
side with the foils of her cheque book and found that two 
of the cheques had not been presented. Ihese she de- 
ducted, but the result was not unsatisfactory; she had 
exactly three hundred pounds in one bsmk and a few shill- 
ings over fifty poimds in the other. Three hundred and 
fifty pounds. Not so bad. She had done pretty wdl in 
these nine months. Of course that banker's order of 
Calms would be stopped. She could hardly expect the 
executors to allow it to stand. Thus her ca|Htal was diree 
hundred and fifty pounds. And diere was jewdry, too^ 
worth a couple of hundred poimds, perhs^, and lace, and 
furs. The jewehy mi^t come in handy; it could be 
'^gopbimed. '' The furniture was8i\)D«A ^>3cl<« . 
Of course^ she must go on m^ i3[v<&\io>as^ ^X^qnf^&^vi 
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great re^xmsibility, being held on a yearly agreement. 
Victoria then looked through her accounts; they did not 
amount to much, for Barbezan Soeurs, though willing to 
assist in extracting money by means of bogus invoices, 
made it a rule to demand cash for genuine purchases. 
Twenty pounds would cover all the small accoimts. The 
rent was all right, as it would not be due until the end of 
September. The rates were all right, too, being payable 
every half year; they could be ignored until the blue no- 
tice came, just before Christmas. 

Victoria felt considerably strengthened by this investi- 
gation. At a pinch she could live a year on the present 
footing, during which something must turn up. She tried 
to consider for a moment the various things that might 
turn up. None occurred to her. She settled the difficulty 
by going upstairs again to dress. When she rang foi 
Mary to do her hair, the girl was surprised to find her 
mistress perfectly cool. Without a word, however, Mary 
restored her hair to order. It was a beautiful and elegant 
woman, perhaps a trifle pale and open mouthed, who, 
some minutes later, set out to walk to Regent's Park. 

Victoria sat back in her chair. Peace was upon her 
soul. Perhaps she had just passed through a crisis, per- 
haps she was entering upon one, but what did it matter? 
The warmth of July was in the dear air, the canal slowly 
carried past her its film of dust. No soimd broke through 
the morning; save the cries of little boys fishing for in- 
visible fishes, and, occasionally, a raucous roar from some 
prisoner in the Zoo. Now that she had received the blow 
and was recovering she was conscious of a curious feeling 
of lightness; she felt freer than the day before. Then she 
was a man's property, tied to him by the bond of interest; 
now she was able to do what she diose, know whom she 
chose, so long as that money lasted. Ah, it would be good 
one day when she had enough money to be able to look the 
future in &e face and flaimt in its forbidding coimtenance 
the fact that she was free, for ever free. 

Victoria was no longer a dreamer; she was a ^^^scsffiSiL 
of action. The natural sequence ol\iet ^cM'^^^swsosfe^ 
Aer up at once against the mieaxis \» «Qfc \x«sks^«^ «^^' 
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Three hundred and fifty pounds^ say six hundred if die 
realised everything, would not yield enough to feed a 
superannuated gpvemess. She would need quite eig^t or 
ten thousand poimds before she could call hersdf frM and 
Uve her dreams. 

"Ill earn it," she said aloud, "yes, sure enough** 

A little Aberdeen terrier came bounding up to her, 
Ucked her hand and ran away after his master. A 
friendly omen. Six himdred pounds was a large sum in 
a way. She could a^ire to a partnership in some business 
now. A vision arose before her; Victoria Ferris, miUiner. 
The vision grew; Victoria Ferris and Co., Limited, whole- 
salers; then Ferris' Stores, for clothes and boots and cheese 
and phonographs, with a branch of Cook's agency, a 
Keith Prowse ticket office; Ferris' Stores as an octopus^ 
with its body in Kmghtd[>ridge and a tentacle hovering 
over every draper from Richmond to Highgate. 

Yes, that Was all very well, but what if Victoria Ferris 
failed? "No good," she thought, "I can't afford to take 
risks." Of course, the idea of seeking onployment was 
absurd. No more ten hours a day for eight bob a wedL for 
her. Besides, no continuous references and a game 
1^. . . . The situations crowded into and out of Vic- 
toria's brain like dissolving views. She could see hersdf 
in the little house, with another man, with other men, 
young men, old men; and every one of them was rocked 
in the lap of Delilah, who laughingly shore off tibeir golden 
locks. 

"By Jove," she said aloud, bringing her gloved fist 
down on her knee, "111 do it." 

Of course the old life could not b^in again just now. 
She did not know a man in London ^o was worth cap- 
turing. She must go down into the market, stand againsf 
the WEdl as a courtesan of Alexandria and nail a vnreaf 
of roses against the highest bid. The vision she saw wi 
now no longer the octopus. She saw a street wift i 
pavements wet and slithering, flares, barrows laden wi 
grass; she could smdl frymg fish, rotting vegetables, bui 
&g naphtha; a hand opened ^e dooc o1 ^^^ «nd, in ^ 
' - --*»ild see two wotDiea 'miiii >AN\^\cMx^>ce«^f 
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smiling mouths, each one patiently waiting before a little 
table and an «npty glass. Then she saw once more the 
courtesan of Alexandria, dim in the night, not lit up by 
the sun of sweet Egypt, but clad in mercerised cotton and 
rabbit's fur, standing, watching like a shadow against a 
^op door in Regent Street. 

No, she had not come to that. She belonged to the 
upper stratum of the profession, and, knowing it, could 
not sink. Consciousness was the thing. She was not go- 
ing into this fight soft-handed or soft-hearted. She knew. 
There was hi^ adventure in store for her yet. If she 
must fish it ^ould be for trout not chub. Like a wise 
woman, she would not love lightly, but where money is. 
There should be no waiting, no hesitating. That very 
night she would sup at the Hotel Vesuvius ... all in 
black . . . like an ivory Madonna set in ebony . . . with 
a tea rose in her hair as a foil to her shoulders . . . and 
sweeping jade earrings which would swim like butterflies 
in the heavy air. Ah, it would be higji adventure when 
Demetrious knelt at the feet of Aphrodite with jewels in 
his simbumt palm, when Croesus bargained away for a 
smile a half of his Lydian wealth. 

She got up, a glow in her veins as if the lust of battle 
was upon her. Quickly she walked out of the park to con- 
quer the town. A few yards beyond the gates newspaper 
placards shouted the sensation of the day; placards pink, 
brown, green, all telling the tale of murder, advertising 
for a penny the transitory joy of the fact. Victoria smiled 
and walked on. She let herself into the house. It was 
on the stroke of one. She sat down at the table, pressing 
the bell down with her foot. 

"Hurry up, Mary," she said, "I'm as hungry as a 
himter." 

A voice floated through the window like an echo: "Irish 
murder; latest details." 

"Shut the window, Mary," she said sharply. 
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CHAPTER \TI 

The Hotd Vesavms is a smgnTar place. It stands on 
tbe north side of Piccadilly, and for the genend its stnc- 
coed front and se^^ere sash windows brratiie an air of 
eariy Victorian respectability. ProbaUy it was once a J 
ducal mansion, for it has aH the necessary ngHn^^^ solid- 
ity and size] now it is the most remarkaUe mgfainr^ of 
what can be done by a proprietor idio remcndxn that 
an address in Piccadilly exempts him from die rales wfaidi 
govern Bloomsbury. One enters it through a small hall 
all alight with wiiite and gold paint. Ri^t and 1^ are 
the saloon bar and the bi&et; this enables the customer 
to select either without altering the diaracter of his 
accommodation, while assuming siqperimty for a judidoos 
choice. A broad straight staircase leads 14> to tbe big 
supper room on the furst floor. Above are a soore of 
private dining-rooms. 

Victoria jumped out of the cab and walked up the 8tq)8» 
handing the liveried oxnmissionaire two shillings to ptj 
the cabman. This was an in^iration calculated to set 
her down at once with the staff as one who knew die 
rc^>es. In the white and gold hall she halted for a mo* 
ment, puzzled and rather nervous. She had never set 
foot in the Vesuvius; she had never heard it mentioned 
without a smile or a wink. Now, a little flushed and her 
heart beating, she realised that she did not know iier way 
about. 

Victoria need have had no fears. Before she had time 
to take in the scene, a tall man with a perfectly groomed 
head and wdl-fittmg evening dress bowed low before her. 

"Madame wishes no doubt to deposit her wrap/' he said 
in gentle tones. His teeth flashed white for a moment 

"Yes," said Victoria. . . . "Yes, where is the cloak- 
room?" 

"This way, madame. If nadame will permit me. . . ." 

He pointed towards the end of the hall and preceded her 

steps. An elderly woman, bd^indi ^^ cfiKsoLtfit received 

Victoria's wrap and banded bex «l \ycAs& \i;kssQL ^^^lAoiKii. 

looking at ba. Wl:^a>i«P>^td^Yie9t^Q^^^Qfe>sM^idi 
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roiHid curiously. The cloak-room was small; behind the 
coimter the walls were covered by a mahogany rack with 
some himdred pigeon-holes. The fiercer light of an un- 
shaded chandelier beat down upon the centre of the 
room. Victoria was conscious of an extraordinary^ atmo- 
sphere, a blend of many scents, tobacco smoke, leather; 
most of the pigeon-holes were bursting with coloured 
wraps, many of them vivid blue or red; here and there 
long veils, soiled white gloves hung out of them; a purple 
ostrich feather hung from an immense black hat over a 
white and alver Cingalese shawl. Victoria turned sharply. 
The man was inspecting her coolly with an air of intent 
ness that showed approval. 

"Where does madame wish to go?" he asked as thejf 
entered the hall. "In the buffet, perhaps?" 

He opened the door. Victoria saw for a second a long 
counter laden with bottles, at which stood a group of men. 
some in evening dress, some in tweed suits; she saw a 
few women among them, all with smiles upon their faces. 
Behind the counter she had time to see the barmaid, a 
beautiful girl with dark eyes and vivid yellow hair. 

"No, not there," she said quickly. It reminded her of 
the terrible little bar of which Farwell had given her a 
glimpse. "You are the manager, I believe. ... I want 
to go up into the supper room." 

"Certainly, madame; will madame come this way?" 

The manager preceded her up to the( first floor. On 
the landing, two men in tweeds suddenly stopped talking 
as she pa^ed. A porter flung the glazed door open. A 
short man in evening dress looked at her, then at the 
manager. After a second's hesitation the two men in 
tweeds followed her in. 

The manager put his hands in his pockets, walked up 
to the other man and nodded towards the door. 

"Pas mal, heinr 

"Epatante" said the short man. **Du chic. Et une 
peaur 

The manager smiled and turned to go downstairs. 
"Surveillez mai ga, Anatole/' ht ^A. 

Victoria, meanwhfle, had stoppe^L lot ^ tsikscbkcX tsc^ "^^ 
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tiire^old, a little dazed by ihe scene. Though it was 
only half-past ten, the eighty tables of the Vesuvius were 
almost every one occupied; the crowd looked at first like 
a patchwork quilt. The room was all white and gold 
like the hall; a soft radiance fell from the lights hidden 
in the cornice; two heavy chandeliers with faintly pink 
electric bulbs and a few pink-shaded ligjhts on the table 
diffused a roseate glow over the scene. Victoria felt like 
an intruder, and her discomfiture was heightened by the 
gripping hot perfume. But already a waiter was by her 
side; she let him be her pilot. In a few seconds she 
foimd herself sitting at a small table alone, near the 
middle of the room. The waiter reaj^peared almost at 
once carrying on a tray a liqueur glass containing some 
colourless fluid. She had ordered nothing, but his adroit- 
ness relieved her. Cleverly the expert had divined her 
inexperience and had resolved to smooth her way. 

She lifted the glass to her lips and sipped at it. It was 
good stuff, rather strong. Tlie bum on her palate seemed 
to brace her; she looked round the room. It was a pe- 
culiar scene; for the Vesuvius is a luxurious place, and 
a provincial might well be excused for thinking it was 
the Carlton or the Savoy; indeed, there was something 
more outwardly opulent about it. It suggested a place 
where men not only spent what they had but spent more. 
But for a few men in frock-coats and tweeds it would 
have been almost undistinguishable from the recognised 
resorts of the fashion. Victoria took stock of her sur- 
roimdings; of the shining plate and glass, the heavy red 
carpet, the red and gold curtains, drawn but fluttering at 
the open windows. The guests, however, interested her 
more. At half the tables sat a woman and a man, at 
others a woman alone before a little glass. What struck 
her above all was the beauty of the women, the wealth 
they carried on their bodies. Hardly one of tiiem seemed 
over thirty; most of them had golden or vivid red hair, 
though a few tables off Victoria could see a tall woman 
o/ colour wiib black hair stiffened by wax and pierced 
mth massive ivory combs. They inosVVv ^w«feVyw-T«ckfti 
^^fesses, many of them vAxXJt oc l«ialCLv \mX»&. m^\J»fc 
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or innk. 9ie could see a dark Italian-looking girl in 
scarlet from whose ears long coral earrings drooped to her 
slim, cream-coloured shoulders. There was an enormously 
stout woman with puffy pink ched^s, strapped slightly 
into a white silk costume, looking like a rose at tiie height 
of its bloom. There were others, tool ^ort dark women 
with tight hair; minxish French faces and little shrewd 
dark eyes: florid Dutch and Belgian women with mas- 
sive busts and splendid shoulders, dazzlingly white; Eng- 
lish girls, too, most of them slim with long arms and 
rosy elbows and faintly outlined collar bones. Many of 
these had the aristocratic nonchalance of ^^art" photo- 
gn^s. Opposite Victoria, under the other chandelier, a 
splendid creature, white as a lily, with flashing green eyes, 
coiq>er-coloured hair, had thrown herself back in her 
armchair and was laughing at a man's joke. Her head 
was bent back, and as she laughed her splendid bust rose 
and fell and her throat filled out. An elderly man with 
a dose-clipped grey moustadie, immaculate in his well- 
cut dress dothes, leaned towards her with a smile on his 
brown face. 

Victoria turned her eyes away from the man (a soldier, 
of course), and looked at the ofliers. They, too, were a 
mixed collection. There were a good many youths, all 
dean Shaven and mostly wdl-groomed; these talked loudly 
to their partners and seemed to fill the latter with mer- 
riment; now and then they stared at other women with 
the boldness of the shy. There were elderly men, too; 
a few in frock coats in spite of the heat, some very stout 
and red, some bald and others half concealing thdr scalps 
under cunning hair arrangements. The elderly men sat 
mostly with two women, some with three, and lay back 
smiling like courted pachas. By far the greater number 
of the guests, however, were anything between thirty and 
forty; and seemed to cover every type from the smart 
yoimg captain with the tanned face, bold blue eyes and a 
bristly moustache, to ponderous men in tweeds or blue 
reefer jackets who lookal about them with a xnixibasA. ^1 
nervousness and bovine stoUddty. ^^^ 

From every comer came a stoaAv sXxcwca. oV.'Nsssi^ \5»-% 
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continually little shrieks of laughter pierced the din and 
then were smothered by the rattling of the plates. The 
waiters flitted ghostly through the room with incredible 
speed, balancing high their silver trays. Then Victoria 
became conscious that most of the women round her were 
looking at her; for a moment she felt her personality 
shrivel up under their gaze. They were analysing her, 
speculating as to the potentialities of a new rival, strip- 
ping off her clothes, too, and her jewels. It was horrible, 
because their look was more incisive than the merely 
brutal glance by which a man takes stock of a woman's 
charms. 

She pulled herself together, however, and forced hersdf 
to return the stares. "After all," she thought, "this is 
the baptism of fire." She felt strengthened, too, as she 
observed her rivals more closely. Beautiful as most of 
them seemed at first sight, many of them showed signs 
of wear. With joyful cruelty Victoria noted here and 
there faint wrinkles near their eyes, relaxed mouths, cheek- 
bones on which rosada had sdready set its mark. She 
could not see more than half a dozen whose beauty 
equalled hers; she threw her head up and drew back her 
shoulders. In the full light of the chandelier she looked 
down at the firm white shapeliness of her arms. 

"Well, how goes it?" 

Victoria started and looked up from her contemplation. 
A man had sat down at her table. He seemed about 
thirty, fairish, with a rather ragged moustache. He wore 
a black morning coat and a grey tie. His hands and 
wrists were well kept and emerged from pale blue cuffs. 
Tlbere was a not unkindly smile upon his face. His tip- 
tilted nose gave him a cheerful, rather impertinent ex- 
pression. 

"Oh, I'm all ri^t," said Victoria vagudy. Then with 
an affectation of ease. "Hot, isn't it?" 

"Ra-^Aer," said the man. "Had your supper?*' 

"No," said Victoria, "I don't want any." 

'*Now, come, really that's too bad of you. Thought we 
were going to liave a nice Uttle laxnSlv v^sl^ ^^aA v<iu're 
off your feed.'* 
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"Fm sorry," said Victoria, smiling. "I had dinner 
only two hours ago." This man was not very attractive; 
there was something forced in his ease. 

"Well, have a drink with me," he said. 

"What's yours?" asked Victoria. That was an inspira- 
tion. The plunge braced her like a cold bath. The man 
laughed. 

"Pop, of comrse. Unless you prefer a Pemot. You 
know " 'absinthe makes the . • .' " He stopped and 
laughed again. Victoria did likewise without understand- 
ing him. She saw that the other women laughed when 
men did. 

They filled their glasses. Victoria liked champagne. 
She watched the little bubbles rise, and drank the glass 
down. It was soft and warm. How strong she felt sud- 
denly. The conversation did not flag. The man was 
leaning towards her across the table, talking quickly. 
He pimctuated every joke with a high laugh. 

"Oh, I say, give us a chance," floated from the next 
table. Victoria looked. It was one of the English girls. 
She was propped up on one elbow on the table; her legs 
were crossed, showing a long slim limb and slender ankle 
in a white open work stocking. A man in evening dress 
with a foreign-looking, dark face was caressing her bare 
arm. 

"Penny for your thoughts," said Victoria's man, 

"Wasn't thinking," she said. "I was looking." 

"Looking? Are you new here?" 

"Yes, it's the first time I've come." 

"By Jove I It must be an eye-opener." He laughed. 

"It is rather. It doesn't seem half bad." 

"You're right there. I'm an old stager." A slightly 
complacent expression came over his face. He filled up 
the glasses. "You don't spoil the collection, you know," 
he added. "You're a bit of all right" He looked at her 
approvingly. 

"Am I?" She looked at him demurely. Then, plung- 
ing once more, "I hope youll still think so by and h^ " 
The man's eyes dwelled iot a xciJerKvesA. cjCL\j«t Sarfc "ss^^ 
fleck, bis breath became audMe ^<^J^sssii:>j • ^^^ \.^^^-\ic^ 
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foot softly stroke faers. He drew hb napkin across his 
Hps. 

''Well/' he said with an e3q>res8ion of ease/' shall we 
go?" 

"I don't mind," said Victoria, getting up. 

It was with a beating heart that Victoria climbed into 
the cab. As soon as he got in the man put his arm rotmd 
her waist and drew her to him. She resisted gently, but 
gave way as his arm grew more insistent. 

"Coy little puss." His face was very near her vp- 
turned eyes. She felt it come nearer. Then, suddenly, 
he kissed her on the lips. !%e wanted to struggle; she 
was a little frightened. The lights of Piccadilly filled 
her with shame. ITiey gx)ke very little. The man held 
her dose to him. As the cab rattled through Portland 
Place, he seized her once more. She fought down the 
repulsion with which his breath in^ired: it was scented 
with strong cigars and champagne. Victoriously she coiled 
one arm roimd his neck and kissed him on the mouth. 
In her disgust there was a blend of triumph; not even 
her own fedings could resist her will. 

As she waited on the doorstep while he paid the cabman, 
a great fear came upon her. She did not know this man. 
Who was he? Perhaps a thief. She suddenly remem- 
bered that women of her kind were sometimes murdered 
for the sake of thdr jewdry. As the man turned to 
come up the steps she pulled herself together. "After 
all," she thought, "it's only a professional risk." 

They stood for a moment in tiie hall of the silent house. 
She felt awkward. The man looked at her and mistook 
her hesitation. 

"It's an right," he faltered. He looked about him, then, 
quickly whipping out a sovereign purse, he drew out two 
soverdgns with a dick and laid tiiem on the hall table. 

"You see," he said "... a girl like you.. . . three 
more to-morrow morning. . . . I'm square, you know." 

Victoria smiled and, after a second's hesitation, picked 
vp the money. 

^^Soin I," she said. Then d^ sw^\£bLt& ^a. lici^ \Sa^l 
joad pointed upstairs. 



A BED OF ROSES 235 

CHAPTER Vm 

Victoria's new career did not devdop on unkindly 
lines. Every ni^t die went to the Vesuvius, where she 
soon had her appointed place full under one of the big 
chandeliers. She secured this spot without difficulty, for 
most of her rivals were too wise to affront the glare; as 
soon as she realised this she rather revelled in her sense 
of power, for she now lived in a world where the only 
form of power was beauty. She felt sure of her beauty 
now she had compared it minutely with the charms of 
the preferred women. She was finer, she had more breed. 
Almost every one of those women showed a trace of 
coarseness: a square jaw, not moulded in big bone like 
hers, but swathed in heavy flesh; a thick ankle or wrist; 
^>atulate fingertips; red ears. Her pride was in the cour- 
age with which ^e welcomed the flow of the light on her 
neck and shoulders; round her chandelier the tables 
formed practically into circles, the nearest being occupied 
by the very young and venturescwne, a few by the oldest 
who desperately dimg to their illusion of immortal youth; 
then came the imdecided, those \Ao are between ages, 
who wear thick veils and sit with their back to the li^t; 
the outer fringe was made up of those who rememb^ed. 
Tlieir smiles were hard and fixed. 

She was fortunate enough, too. She never had to sit 
long in front of the little glass which she discovered to be 
kummd; the waiter always brought it unasked. Some- 
times they would chat for a moment, for Victoria was 
assimilating the lazy familiarity of her surroimdings. He 
talked about the weather, the latest tips for Goodwood, 
the misfortune of Camille de Valendennes who had gone 
off to Carlsbad with a barber who said he was a Russian 
prince and had left her there stranded. 

Her experiences piled up, and after a few weeks she 
foimd she had exhausted most of the t3^pes who frequented 
the Vesuvius. Most of them were of the gawky kind, 
being very young men out for the ni^ osid dess^Ksc^i^j^ 
anxious to get off on tixe qme^ Xs^ ^8Mttfc oeL^»3»^Na. '^ssr. 
MoorniBg; of the gawky land, \«o, ^w«fc ^^ ^^&»ss^s«swt 
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merdiants paying a brief vi^t to town on bu^ness and 
who wanted a pe^ into the inferno; these were easily dealt 
with and, if fH^operiy primed with champagne, exceedingly 
generous. Now and then Victoria was confronted with a 
rader t}^, which tended to become rather brutal. It 
was recruited largdy frc«n obviously married men whose 
desires, damned and sterilised by monotonous relations, 
seemed suddaily to burst their bonds. 

In a few weeks her resources developed exceedingly. 
She learned the sdentiiic look that awakes a man's inter- 
est: a droop of the eyelid followed by a slow raising of 
it, a dilation of the pupil, then again a demure droop and 
the suspicion of a smile. %e learned to prime herself 
from the papers with the proper conversation, racing, the 
latest divorce news, ragging scandals, marriages of the 
peerage into the chorus. She learned to laugh at chest- 
nuts and to memorise such stories as sounded fresh; a 
few judicious mating put her up to date as to the latest 
musical comedies. On the whole it was an easy life 
enough. Six hours in the twenty-four seemed sufficient to 
afford her a good livelihood, and she did not doubt that 
by degrees ^e would make herself a connection which 
mig}it be turned to greater advantage; as it was she had 
two faithful admirers whom she could count on once a 
week. 

The life itself often struck her as horrible, foul; still 
she was getting inured to the inane and could listen to it 
witii a tolerant smile; sometimes she looked dispassion- 
ately into men's fevered eyes ynth a little wonder and an 
immense satisfaction in her power and the value of her 
beauty. Sometimes a thrill of hatred went through her 
and ^e loathed those whose toy she was; then she felt 
tempted to drink, to drugs, to anything that would 
deaden the nausea; but she would rally: &e first night, 
when she had drunk deep of champagne after the kum- 
mel, had given her a racking headache and suggested that 
beauty does not thrive on mixed drinks. 
Anatiier painful moment had been ihe third day after 
Aer new departure. It seemed \o iotdb t«d!as^\kiQL ^ss^cm 
^^« Tadtiy die early oip oi U& VaA \m«bl ^vs^^^ 
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Mary now never came to the door, but breakfast was laid 
for two in the dining-room at half-past nine; the hdt 
course stood on a chafing dish over a tiny flame; the tea- 
lK)t was stocked and a kettle boiled on its own stand. 
Neither of the servants ever appeared. On the third 
day, however, as Victoria lay in her boudoir, reading, 
preparatory to ringing for the cook to give her orders for 
the day, there was a knock at the door. 

"Come in," said Victoria a little nervously. She was 
still in the mood of feeling awkward before her servants. 

Mary came in. For a moment she tugged at her hdL 
There was a slight flush on her sallow face. 

"Weil, Mary?" asked Victoria, still nervous. 

"If you please, mum, may I sptak to you? Vve been 
talking to cook, mum, and- " 

"And?" 

"Oh, mum, I hope you won't think it's because we're 
giving ourselves airs but it isn't the same as it was li^re 
before, mum " 

"Well?" 

"Well, mxmi, we think we'd rather go, mum. There's 
my yoimg man, mum, and — ^and " 

"And he doesn't like your being associated with a 
woman of my kind? Very right and proper." 

"Oh, mum, I don't mean that. You've always been kind 
to me. Cook too, she says she feels it very mudi, mum. 
When the major was alive, mum, it was different. It 
didn't seem to matter then, mum, but now " 

Mary stop^^ed. For a moment the eyes behind the 
glasses looked as if ihey were going to cry. 

"Don't trouble to e3q>lain, Mary," said her mistress 
with some asperity. "I understand. You and cook can't 
afford to jeopardse your characters. From the dizzy 
heights of tramed domesticity, experts in your own line, 
you are justified in looking down upon an imskilled la- 
bourer. I have no doubt that you have considered the 
social problem in all its a^)ects, that you fully realise the 
I)ossibilities of a woman wage-earner and her future. B.^^ 
all means go where your motsX ^(exi&i& caSfi* ^^s»Ol\ A. '^mS^ 
give you an excellent daaxaictoc ^3Q!i ^jbodosA ^tfssb^ ^ 
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Thus the even tenor of Victoria's life continued. She 
"was quite a popular favourite. As soon as she sat dovm 
under the chandelier half-a-dozen men were looking at 
her. Sometimes men followed her into the Vesuvius; but 
these she seldom encouraged, for her instinct told her that 
so beautiful a woman as she was should set a high price 
on herself, and high prices were not to be found in Pic- 
cadilly. Among her faithful was a bachelor of forty, 
whom she only knew as Charlie. This, by the way, was 
a characteristic of her acquaintances. She never dis- 
covered their names; some, in fact, were so guarded that 
they had apparently discarded their watches before com- 
ing out, so as to conceal even their initials. None ever 
showed a pocketbook. Charlie was dark and burned by 
the sun of the tropics; there was something bluff and good- 
natured about him, great strength, too. He had diarp, 
grey eyes and a dark moustadie. He i^ke extraorcH- 
narily fast, talked loosely of places he had been to: China, 
Mozambique, South America. Victoria rather liked him; 
he was totally dull, inclined to be coarse; but as he in- 
variably draiJt far too much before and when he came to 
the Vesuvius, he made no demands on her patience, slept 
like a log and went early, leaving handsome recognition 
behind him. 

There was Jim, too, a precise, top-hatted city derk 
who had forced himself on her one Saturday afternoon 
as she crossed Kccadilly Circus. He seemed such a pat- 
tern of rectitude, was so perfectly trim and brushed that 
she allowed herself to be inveigled into a cab and driven 
to a small flat in Bayswater. He was too prudent to visit 
anybody else's rooms, he said; he had his flat on a weekly 
tenancy. Jim kept rather a hold on her. He was neither 
rich nor generous; in fact, Victoria's social sense often 
stabbed her for what she considered undercutting, but 
Jim used to hover about the Vesuvius five minutes before 
closing time, and once or twice when Victoria had had no 
luck he succeeded like the vulture on the stricken field. 

Most of flie others were dream figures; d\ft Vi?^\. ^jscss^. 
of them. After a month she co>M i«\. \ccwea&s«t ^Nasfc- 
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She even forgot a big fellow whom she had called Black 
Beauty, who came down from somewhere in DevcHishiie 
for a monthly bust; he was so much offended that she 
had the mortification of seeing him captured by one of 
the outer circle who sit beyond the lights. 

In the middle of August the streets she called London 
were deserted. Steamy air, dust laden, floated over the 
pavements. The Vesuvius was half empty, and she had 
to cut down her standards. Just as she was contemplating 
moving to Folkestone for a month, however, she received 
a letter from solicitors in the Strand, Bastable, Bastable 
& Sons, informing her that "re Major Cairns deceased," 
they were realising the estate on behalf of the adminis- 
trators, and that they would be obliged if she would say 
when it would be convenient for her to convey the furni- 
ture of Elm Tree Place into their hands. This perturbed 
Victoria seriously. The furniture had a value, and be- 
udes, it was the plant of a flourishing business. 

"Pity he died suddenly," she thou^t, "he'd have done 
something for me. He was a good sort, poor old Tom." 

She dressed herself as becomingly and quietly as she 
could, and, after looking up the law of intestacy in Whit- 
aker, concluded that Marmaduke Caims's old sisters must 
be the heirs. Then she sallied forth to beard the solicitor 
in his den. The den was a magnificent suite of offices 
just off the Strand. She was ushered into a waiting-room 
partitioned off from the general office by glass. It was all 
very frowsy and hot. There was nothing to read except 
the Times and she was imcomfortably conscious of three 
derks and an office boy who frequently tiimed round and 
looked through the partition. At last she was ushered in. 
The solicitor was a dry-looking man of forty or so; his 
parchment face, deeply wrinkled right and left, his keen 
blue eyes and high forehead impressed her as dangerous. 
He motioned her to an armchair on the other side of his 
desk. 

"Well, Mrs. Ferris," he said, "to what do I owe the 
honour of this visit?" He sat back in his armchair and 
bit his penholder, A smile elongjBiUd \)\& ^Qdqxi M^^ This 
vras hb iincfoing, for he looked \es& ioniadsic^& vcAN\K\j;scs3b. 
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decided on a line of action. 9ie had come disturbed, now 
she was on her mettle. 

''Mr. Bastable," she said, plimgmg at once into the 
subject, ''you ask me to surrender my furniture. I'm not 
going to." 

"Oh?" The solicitor raised his eyebrows. "But, my 
dear madame, surely you must see . . ." 

"I do. But I'm not going to." 

"Well," he said, "I hardly see . . . My duty will com- 
pel me to take steps . . ." 

"Of course," said Victoria, smiling, "but if you refuse 
to let me alone I shall go out of this office, have the fur- 
niture moved to-day and put up at auction to-morrow." 

A smile came over the solicitor's face. By Jove, she 
was a fine woman, and she had some spirit. 

"Besides," she added, "all this would cause me a great 
deal of annoyance. Major Caims's affairs are still very 
interesting to the public. I shall be compelled, if you 
make me sell, to write a serial, say My Idfe with an Irish 
Martyr for a Sunday paper." 

Mr. Bastable laughed frankly. 

"You want to be nasty, I see. But you know, we can 
stop your sale by an af^lication to a judge in diambers 
this afternoon. And as for your serial, well. Major Cairns 
is dead, he won't mind." 

"No, but his aimts will. Their name is Cairns. As 
regards the sale, perhaps you and the other lawyers can 
stop it. Very well, either you promise or I go home 
and . . . perhaps therell be a fire to-night and perhaps 
there won't. I'm fully insured." 

"By Jove!" Biistable looked at her critically. Cairns 
had been a lucky man. "Well, Mrs. Ferris," he added, 
"we're not used to troublesome customers like you. I 
don't suppose the furniture is valuable, is it?" 

"Oh, a couple of hundred," said Victoria dishonestly. 

"M'm. Do you absolutely want me to pledge mysdf ?" 

"Absolutely." 

"Well, Mrs. Ferris, I can honestly ptaansfc^^NiL*^Da^'^^ 
vmn^t hear anyMsig about it* 1 . • . \ ^^\i\. "^Csss^*- *^ 
would pay us." 
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^^toria laughed. A great joy of triumph was upon 
her. She liked Bastable rath^, now she had brought him 
to heeL 

"All right," she said, "it's a bargain." Then she saw 
that his mouth was smiling still and his eyes fixed on her 
face. 

"There's no quarrel between us, is there?" 

"No, of course not. All in the way of busmess, you 
know." 

He bent across the table; she heard him breathe in her 
perfume. 

"Then," she said slowly, getting up and pulling on her 
gloves, "I'm not doing anything to-night. You Ibiow my 
address. Seven o'clock. You may take me out to din- 
ner." 

CHAPTER IX 

Within a few days of her victory over Mr. Bastable, 
Victoria foimd herself in an introspective mood. The so- 
licitor was the origin of it, though imimportant in himself 
as the grain of sand which falls into a machine, and for a 
fraction of a second causes a wheel to rasp before the 
grain is crunched up. She reflected, as she looked out 
over the garden, that she was getting very hard. She had 
brought this man to his knees by threats; she had vulgarly 
bullied him by holding exposure over his head; she had 
behaved like a tragedy queen. Finally, with sardonic in- 
tention, she had turned the contest to good account by en- 
tangling him while he was still tmder the influence of 
her personality. 

All this was not vAiot disturbed her; for after all she 
had only lied to Bastable, bullied him, threatened him, 
bluffed as to her intentions: she had been perfectly busi- 
nesslike. Thoughtfully she opaied the little door at the 
end of the hall and stepped out on the outer landing 
where the garden steps ended. Snoo and Poo, asleep in a 
ieap in the August blaze, raised heavy eyelids, and, yawn- 
ing and stretching, followed bet Acrwn flaa %\Jk^ 
This was a joyful little gaxden. TlVi't ijt«aX« ^^asJc ^\ 
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it was a lawn, dose cut, but disfigured in many places 
by Snoo and Poo's digging. Flower beds ran along both 
sides and the top of the lawn, while the bottom was occu- 
pied by the pergola, now covered with massive red blooms; 
an acacia tree, and an elder tree, both leafy but refusing 
to flower, shaded the bottom of the garden, which was 
effectively cut off by a hedge of golden privet. It was a 
tidy garden, but it showed no traces of originality. Vic- 
toria had ordered it to be potted with geraniums, carna- 
tions, pinks, marguerites; and was quite content to ob- 
serve that somebody had put in sweet peas, clematis and 
larkspur. Hers was not the temperament which expresses 
itself in a garden; there was no sense of peace in her idea 
of the beautiful. If she liked the gardai to look pretty at 
all, it was doubtless owing to her heredity. 

Victoria picked up a couple of stones and threw them 
towards the en4 of the garden. Snoo and Poo rushed 
into the privet, snufQing excitedly, while their mistress 
drew down a heavy rose-laden branch from the pergola 
and breathed the blossoms. Yes, she was hard, and it 
was beginning to make her nervous. In the early days 
she had sedulously cultivated the spirit which was making 
a new woman out of the quiet, refined, rather shy girl 
she had been. There had been a time when she would 
have sbudderd at the idea of a quarrel with the cabman 
about an overcharge; now if it were possible, she felt 
coldly certain that she would cheat him of his rightful 
fare. TTiis process she likened to the tempering of steel, 
and called a development of the mental muscles. She 
rather revelled in this development in the earlier days, 
because it gave her a sense of power; she benefited by it, 
too, for she foimd that by cultivating this hardness she 
Gould extort more money by stooping to wheedle, by ac- 
G^ting snubs, by flattery and lies, too. The consciousness 
of this power redeemed the exercise of it; she often felt 
herself Ufted above this atmosphere of deceit by looking 
coldly at the deed she was about to do, recognising its 
natui^ and doing it with her eyes open. 

A realisation of another kind, "hoTWNet^ ^wa& \s^ack.NSs> 
lorfit that rich August day, la a seaosfc ^<fc "«^s» ^^'^^^^^^^ 
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Her cai»tal had not been touched; in fact, it had probably 
increased, and this in spite of town being empty. She 
had not yet found the man who would make her fortune; 
but she had no doubt that he would appear if she contin- 
ued on her even road, selecting without passion, judging 
values and possibilities. For the moment she bru^ed 
aside the question of success; it was assured. But, after 
success, what then? Say she had four or five himdred a 
year at thirty and retired into the coimtry or went to 
America. What use would she be to herself or to anybody 
if she had learned exclusively to bide her time and to 
strike for her own advantage? Life was a contest for the 
poor and for the rich alike; but the first had to fight to 
win and to use any means, fair or foul, while the latter 
could accept knightly rules, be magnanimous when vic- 
torious, graceful when defeated. 

"Yes," said Victoria, "I must keep myself in trim. It's 
^all very well to win and IVe got to be as hard as nails 
to men, but . . ." 

She stopped abruptly. The problem had solved itself. 
"Hard as nafls to men," did not include women, for 
"men" seldom means mankind when the talk is of rights. 
She did not know what her mission might be. Perhaps, 
after she had succeeded, she would travd all over Europe, 
perhaps settle on the English downs where the west winds 
blow, perhaps even be the pioneer of a great sex revolt; 
but whatever she did, if her triumph was not to be sterile, 
she would need S3mipathy, the capacity to love. Thus she 
amended her articles of war: "Woman shall be spared, and 
I shall rememb^ that, as a member of a sex fighting an- 
other sex, I must imderstand and love my sister war- 



nor." 



It was in pursuance of her new pdicy that, on her way 

to the Vesuvius, Victoria dawdled for a moment at the 

entrance of Swallow Street, tmder its portico. A few 

yards Beyond her stood a woman whom she knew by sight 

as having established practicaHy a proprietary right to 

her beat She was a cUurk girl, good-looking enough, well 

set up in ber close-fitting while %kea \>\o>sfii&, ^cra^rcL \x^i 

to set off ber swellmg bust. Ixk Vh& <Qxa >^^\. NN&x^^ca. 
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coiild see that lier face was rather worn, and that the 
ravages of time had been dumsily repaired. The girl 
looked at her curiously at first; then angrily, evidently 
disliking the appearance of what might be a dangerous 
rival in her own preserves. Victoria walked up and down 
on the pavement. The girl watched her every footstep. 
Once she made as if to speak to her. It was Mostly, for 
passers-by in Regent Street came to and fro beyond th^ 
portico lULe arabesques. A passing policeman gave the 
girl a meaning look. She tossed her head and walked 
away down Regent Street, while Victoria nervously con- 
tinued down Swallow Street to Kccadilly. 

These two women were to meet, however. About a 
week later, Victoria, happening to f>ass by at the same 
hour, saw ihe girl and stopped tmder the arch. In another 
second the girl was by her side. 

"What are you following me about for?" she snarled. 
"If you're a grote it's no go. You won't teach the copper 
anytiiing he doesn't know." 

"Oh, I'm not following you," said Victoria. "OnJy I 
saw you about and thought I'd like to talk to you." 

The girl shot a dark glance at her. 

"What's your game?" she asked. "You're not one of 
those blasted sisters. Too toffish. Seen you come out 
of the Vez', besides." 

"I'm in the profession," said Victoria coolly. "But that 
doesn't mean I've got to be against the others." 

"Doesn't it!" The girl's eyes glowed. "You don't 
know your job. Of course you've got to be against the 
others. We were bom like that. Or got like that. What's 
it matter?" 

"Matter? Oh, a lot," said Victoria. "We want friends, 
all of us." 

"Friends. Oh, Lord! The likes of you and me don't 
have friends. Women, they won't know us ... too good. 
Except our sort. We can't talk; we got nothing to ta& of, 
except money and the boys. And the boys, what's the 
good of them? There's the sort you pickxs^ -mA '^S^^^s^cS^^^ 
got to do's to get what you can ou\. cA ^«cdl. ^^^^?J^!^. 
fallea in love with one, have yauY^ TV» "' * ^ 
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iEi little, then she went on. ''Then, there's the other sort, 
like my Hugo, p'r'aps youVe heard of him?" 

"No," she said, "I haven't. What is he like?" 

"Bless you, he's a beauty." The girl smiled; her face 
was full of pride. 

"Does he treat you well?" 

"So so. Sometimes." The shadow had returned. "Not 
like my first. Oh, it's hard^ you know, beginning. He 
left me with a baby after three months. I was in service 
in Pembridge Gardens — such a swell house I I had to keep 
baby. It dSed then, jolly good thing, tool Couldn't go 
t)ack to service. Everybody knew." 

The girl burst into tears and Victoria, putting an arm 
around her, drew her against her breast. 

"Everybody knew, everybody knew!" wailed the girl. 

Victoria had the vision of a thousand spectral eyes, 
all full of knowledge, gazing at the housemaid caught by 
them sinning. The girl rested her head against Victoria's 
shoulder for a moment, holding one of her hands. Sud- 
denly she raised her head again and cleared her throat. 

"There," she said, "let me go. Hugo's waiting for me 
at the Carcassonne. Never mind me. We've aS got to 
live, he-he!" 

She turned into Regent Street and another "he-he" 
floated back. Victoria felt a heavy weight at her heart; 
poor girl, weak, the sport of one man, deceived, then a 
pirate made to disgorge her gains by another man; hand- 
some, subtle, pla)dng upon her affections and her fears. 
What did it matter? Was she not in the same position, 
but freer because conscious; poor slave soul. But the 
time had come for Victoria to make for the Vesuvius. "It 
must be getting late," she thought, putting up her hand 
to her little gold watch-brooch. 

It was gone. She had it on when she left, but it could 
not have dropped out, for the lace showed two long rips; 
it had just been torn out. Victoria stood frozen for a mo- 
ment. So this was the result of a first attempt at love. 
Sbe recovered, however. She was not going to generalise 
Aom one woman. "Besides " die ^hoM^X. VvVXit^^ , '^'-xiofc 
girFs theories are tbe same as tmiie. Sc^ m^c^L^ \A&\tf^ 
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reservations or hesitations. The bolder pirate, she is per- 
haps the better brain." 

Then she walked down Swallow Street into Piccadilly, 
and at once a young man in loud checks was at her side. 
She looked up into his face, her smile full of covert prom- 
ise as they went into the Vesuvius together. Victoria was 
now at home in the market place, and could exchange a 
quip with the frequenters. Languidly she dropped her 
doak into the hands of the porter and preceded the young 
man into the supper-room. As they sat at the little table 
before the liqueur, her eyes saw the garish room throu^ 
a film. How deadening it all was, and how lethal the 
draug}its sold here. An immense weariness was upon her, 
an immense disgust, as she smiled full-toothed on the 
young man in checks. He was a cheerful rattle, suggested 
the man who has got beyond the retail trade without 
reaching the professions, a house agent's clerk, perhaps. 

"Oh, yes, I'm a merry devil, ha! ha I" He winked a 
pleasant grey eye. Victoria noticed that his clothes were 
too new, his boots too new, his manners, too, a recent 
acquisition. 

"Don't worry. That's how you keep young, hal ha! 
Besides, don't have much time to mope in my trade." 

"What's that?" asked Victoria vacuously. Men gen- 
erally lied as to their occupation, but she had noticed 
that when their imagination was stimulated their teQq>er 
improved. 

"Inspector of bun-pimchers, ha! ha!" 

"Bun-punchers?" 

"Yes, bun-punchers. South Eastern Railway, you 
know. Got to have them dated now. New Act of Par- 
liament, ha! ha!" 

Victoria laughed, for his cockney joviality was infec- 
tious. Then again the room faded and rematerialised as 
his voice rose and fell. 

"The wife don't know *l'm out on the tiles, ha! hal 
She's in Streatham, looking after the smalls. . . . Oh, 
no, none of your common or garden brass fenders. . , " 

Victoria pulled herself togethet, Tt^ ^^& n^mSl %5i» 
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could not bear. Brutality, the obscene even, were prefer- 
able to this dreary trickling of the inane masquerading 
as wit Yet she smiled at him. 
"You're saucy," she said. "You're my fancy to-ni^t" 

A shadow pa^ed over the man's face. Then again he 
was rattling along. 

"Talk of inventions? What'd you think of mine: india- 
rubber books to read in your bath? Hal ha! . . ." 

But these are only the moths that flutter round the 
lamp, too far off to bum their wings. They love to 
breathe perfume, to touch soft hands, gaze at bright eyes 
and golden hair; then they flutter away, and the hand 
that would stay their flight cannot rob them even of a few 
specks of golden dust. In a few minutes Victoria sat 
philosc^hically before her empty glass while Fascination 
Fledgeby was by the side of a rival, being "an awful 
dog," for the benefit of his fellow clerks on the morrow. 
She was in the mood when it did not matter whether she 
was unlucky or not. There were quite two women present 
for every man this hot August night. At the next table 
sat a woman known as "Duckie," fair, very fat and rosy; 
she was the vision bursting from a white dress which Vic- 
toria had seen the first night. On the first night she had 
embodied for Victoria — so large, so fat, so coarsely ani- 
mal was she — ^the very essence of her trade; now she knew 
her better she found that Duckie was a good sort, careless, 
generous, perfectly incapable of doing anybody an ill 
turn. She was bonne fiUe even, so immercenary as some- 
times to accede good humouredly to the pleacUngs of an 
impecunious youth. Her one failing was a fondness for 
"a wet." She was drinking her third whisky and soda; if 
she was invited to supper she would add to that at least 
half a bottle of champagne, follow that up by a couple of 
liqueurs and a peg just before going to bed. She carried 
her liquor well; she merely grepr a little vague. 
"Hot," remarked Duckie. 

"Rather," said A^ctoria. "I^in going soon, can't stick 
i/:" 

^'Good for yoa. IVe got to stay. Mc^nvj^Yaxtot l<c^^ 
£tua€knas like me when the fiiAi lona \x^v^% ^ ^(Ssub ^mw- 
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side.'' Duckie lauded, ^Aout cynicism though; she 
had the reasoning powers of a cow. 

Victoria laughed, too. A foreign-looking girl in scariet 
bent over from the next table, her long coral earrings 
sliding down over her collar-bones. 

"Tight again," said the girl. 

"As a drum, Lissa, old girl!" said Duckie good tem- 
peredly. 

"Nothing to what you'll be by and by," added Lissa 
with the air of a comforter. 

"Nothing like, old dear! Have one with me, lissa? 
No? No offence. You, Z06, have a tord boyaux?" 

"No thanks." Zo£ was a good-looking, ^ort girl; her 
French nationality written in every line of her round face, 
plump figure, and hands. Her hair was pulled away from 
the fat nape of her neck. She looked con^tent and wide 
awake. A housewife gone astray. Lissa, dark and Italian 
looking in her red dress and coral earrings, was more lan- 
guid than the others. She was really a Greek, and all the 
grace of the East was in every movement of her slim 
figure. In a moment the fom: women had clustered to- 
gjether, forgetting strife. 

Lissa had had a "Bank of Engraving" note palmed off 
on her by a pseudo-South American planter, and was 
rightly indignant. They were still talking of Camille de 
Valenciennes and of her misfortunes with the bart)er. 
Boys, the latest tip for Gatwick, "what I said to him," 
the furriers' sales, boys again . . . Victoria listened to 
the conversation. It still seemed like another world and 
yet her world. Here they were, she and the other atoms, 
hostile every one, and a blind centripetal force was knead- 
ing them together into a class. Yet any class was better 
than the isolation in which she lived. Why not go fur- 
ther, hear more? 

"I say, you girls," sh^said suddenly, "youVe never 
been to my place. Come and ... no, not dine, it w(Hi-t 
work . . . come and lunch with me next wedL" 

Duckie smiled heavily. 

"I don' min'," she said thickly. 
Z06 looked suspidous for a maixiea\. 
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"Can I bring Fritz?" asked lissa. 

"No, we can't have Fritz," said Victoria, smiling. "Lsr- 
dies only." 

"I'm on," said Zo6 suddenly. "I was afraid you were 
going to have a lot of swells in. Hate those shows. Neva: 
do you any good and you get so crumpled." 

"You might let me bring Fritz," ssud Lissa querulously. 

"No men," said Victoria firmly. "Wednesday at one 
o^clock. All square?" 

"Thatawright," remarked Duckie. "Shut it, Lissa. 
Fritzawright. Tellm its biz . . . bizness." 

\^th some difficulty they hoisted Duckie into a cab 
and sent her off to Bloomsbury. As it drove off she 
popped her head out. 

"Carriage paid?" she spluttered, "or C. O. D.?" 

Zo^ and Lissa walked away to the drcus. On her little 
hall table, as Victoria went into her house, she found a 
note scrawled in pencil on some of her own notepaper. It 
was from Betty. It said that Farwdl had been stricken 
down by a sudden illness and was sinking fast His ad- 
dress followed. 

CHAPTER X 

In a bed sitting-room at the top of an old house off the 
Waterloo Road three women were watching by the bedside 
of a man. One was dressed in rusty bladk:; she was pale 
faced, crowned with light hair; the other, shifting uneasily 
from one foot to the other, was middle-aged and very 
stout; her breast rolled like a billow *r her half-buttoned 
bodice. The third was beautiful, all » black, her sumptu- 
ous neck and shoulders bare. None of them moved for 
a moment. Then the beautiful woman flirew back her 
doak and her long jade earrings tinkled. The face on the 
pillow turned and opened its^es. 

"Victoria," said a faint voice. 

"Yes ... are you better?" Victoria bent over the 
bed. The faxx was copper-coloured; every bone seemed 
'to start out She could hardly recofgD^ l^^rvi^^ x^m^^- 
hewn features* 
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"Not yet . . . soon," said FarweU. He dosed Ms eyes 
once more. 

"What is it, Betty?!' whi^)ered Victoria. 

"I don't know . . • hemorrhage they say." 

"It's all up, mum," whispered the landlady in Victoria's 
ear. "Been Ul two days only. Doctor said he wouldn't 
come again." 

Victoria bent over the bed once more. She could fed 
the eyes of the landlady probing her personality. 

"Can't you do something?" she asked sava^y. 

"Nothing." Farwell (q)ened his eyes again and faintly 
smiled. "And what's the good, Victoria?" 

Victoria threw herself on her knees by the side of the 
bed. "Oh, you mustn't!" she whispered. "You ... the 
world can't spare you I" 

"Oh, yes ... it can . . . you know ... the world 
is like men ... it spends ever3rthing on luxuries ... it 
can't afford necessaries." 

Victoria smiled and fdt as if she were going to dioke> 
The last paradox. 

"Are you in pain?" she asked. 

"No, not just now. ... I shall be, soon. Let me 
speak while I can." His voice grew firmer suddenly. 

"I have asked you to come so that you may be the last 
thing I see; you, the fairest. I love you." 

Not one of the three women moved. 

"I have not spoken before, because when I could speak 
we were slaves. Now you are free and I a slave. It is too 
late, so it is time for me to speak. For I cannot influence 
you." 

Farwell shut his eyes. But soon his voice rose again. 

"You must never influence anybody. That is my 
legacy to you. You cannot teach men to stand by giving 
them a staff. Let the halt and the lame alone. The 
strong will win. You must be free. There is nothing 
worth while. ..." A shiver passed over him, his voice 
became muffled. 

"No, nothing at all . . . freedom only. . . ." 

He spoke quicker. The woids co>M. xisA. \ife ^Si^Qs^s- 
guisbed. Now and then he gjroatied. 
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''Oh, mum, sich a nice gendman," she moaned. ''But 
'e (£d go on sol'' 

Victoria smiled pitifully. What an epitaph for a sun- 
set! She drove away with Betty and, as the horse trotted 
throu^ the deserted streets, hugged the girl in her arms. 
Betty was shuddering violently, and nestled dose up to 
her. They did not ^>eak. Ever3rthing seemed to have 
become loose in Victoria's mind and to be floating on a 
black sea. The pillar of her individualism was down. 
Her codes were in the melting pot; a man, the finest she 
had known, had confessed his love in his extremity, and 
before ^e could re^x)nd passed into the shadow. But 
Farwell had left her as a legacy the love of freedom for 
which he died, for which she was going to live. 

When they arrived at Elm Tree Place, Victoria forced 
Betty to drink some brandy, to tell her how Farwdl had 
sent her a message, asking her to send him Victoria, how 
she had waited for her. 

"Oh, it was awful," whispered Betty, "the naaid said 
you'd be late ... she said I mustn't wait because you 
mi^t not . . ." 

"Not come home alone?" said Victoria in a frozen 
yoice. 

"Oh, I can't bear it, I can't bear it." Betty flung her- 
self into her friend's arms, wildly weeping. 

Victoria soothed her, made her undress. As Betty grew 
more collected she let drop a few words. 

"Oh, so then you, too, are happy?" said Victoria, smil- 
ing faintly. 

"You love?" A burning blush rose over Betty's face. 

That night, as in the old Fmsbury days, they lay in 
one another's arms and Victoria grappled wi^ her sorrow. 
Gentle, almost motherly, she watched over this young life; 
blushing, full of promise, prq>aring already to replace the 
dead 

CHAPTER XI 

7kE death of Farwell seemed \o \eaN^ WcXfi1^3^ %\xqs& 
and gasoixut for breath, \\ke a ^ym«x3u^ xnsKds&i! 
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who tries to secure his footing on shifting sand ii«hile 
waves knock him down every time he rises to his knees. 
Though she hardly ever saw him and though she had no 
precise idea that he cared tor her more than does the 
sdentist for the bacteria he observes, be had been her 
tower of strength. He was there, like the instituti<ms 
which make up civilisation, the British Constitution, the 
bank and the established church. Now he was gone and 
she saw that the temple of life was ^npty. He was the 
last link. Caims's death had turned her out among the 
howling wolves; now Farwell seemed to have carried away 
with him her theory of life. Above all, she now knew no- 
body; save Betty, who counted as a charming child. It 
was then she b^gan to taste more cruelly the isolation of 
her dass. 

In the early days, when she paced up and down fiercely 
in the room at Portsea Place, she had already realised that 
she was alone, but then she was not an outcast; the doors 
of society were, if not opoi, at any rate not locked against 
her. Thea the busy hum of the Rosebud and the P.R.R., 
the back-breaking work, the hustle, the facile friendships 
with dty beaus — ^all this had drawn a veil over her soli- 
tude. Now she was really alone, because none knew and 
none would know her. Her beauty, her fine clothes, con- 
tributed to dear round her a drde as if die were a leper. 
At times she would talk to a woman in a park, but before 
a few sentences had passed her lips the woman would take 
in every detail of her, her dean gloves, her neat shoes, 
her lace handkerchief, her costly veil; then the woman's 
face would grow rigid, and with a curt "good morning" 
she would rise from her seat iind go. 

Victoria found herself thrust back, like the trailer in 
the hands of Red Indians; like him she ran in a drde, 
clubbed back towards the centre every time she tried to 
escape. She was of her dass, and none but her dass 
would associate with her. Women such as herself gladly 
talked to her, but their ideas sickened her, f<H* life had 
tau^t them nothing but the ettdcs ^i ^^ 'yen.-Nxa^ifc- 
73berr followers, too— barbers, b\X&ai^ Toaj^^R*, '^^ff^ 
bookmakers, unemployed potmea* 'w\io «cis£vfc>5KSNR!s» '^"•^ 
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Molly's address. Her friend blissfully accq>ted all she 
said, but a few other women less ingenuous than the 
clergyman's wife were casting sharp glances at her. When 
they parted, Victoria audaciously giving her address as 
"care of Mrs. Ferris, Elm Tree Place," she threw hersdf 
back on &e cushions of the cab and told herself that she 
could not again go through with the ordeal of facing her 
own dass. She almost himgered for the morrow, -whea 
she was to entertain the dass she had adopted. 

CHAPTER Xn 

The Fulton housdiold had always been short of mcmey, 
for Dick spent too much himself to leave anything for en- 
tertaining; thus Victoria had very little experience of 
Itmch parties. Since she had left the Holts she hardly re- 
membered a bourgeois meal. The little affair on the Wed- 
nesday was therefore provocative of much thought. 
Mutton was dismissed as common, beef in any foim as 
coarse; Laura's suggestion (for Laura and Augusta had 
been called in) of a savoury sauerkraut ("mit blutwurst, 
Frankfurter, Leberwurst, etc."), was also dismissed. Both 
servants took a keen interest in the occasion. 

"But why no gentleman come?" asked Laura, vrbo was 
dearly ill-disposed to do her best for her own sex. 

"In the house I was . . ." began Augusta . . . then 
she froze up under Victoria's eye. Her mistress still had 
a strain of the prig in her. 

Then Augusta suggested hors d'oeuvres, smoked salmon, 
anchovies, olives, radices; Laura forced forward fowl d la 
MUanaise to be preceded by baked John Dory cayenne. 
Then Augusta in a moment of inspiration thou^t of 
Frendi beans and vegetable marrow . . . stuffed with 
chestnuts. The three women laughed, Laura clapped her 
hands with the dieer joy of the creative artist. 

When Victoria came into the dining-room at half-past 

twelve she was almost dazzled by her own magnificence. 

Ndtber the Carlton nor &e Savoy could equal the blaze 

of her plate, the brilliant polvdi oi \iet \2fic^«d«Q{^. 'VVkj^ 

dahlias blazed dark red in cul ^Las& >av ^^ ^^^ ^"^ "^^ 
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belated roses from the garden. On the sideboard fat 
peaches were heaped in a modem Lowestoft bowl, and 
amber-coloured plums lay like portly dowagers in velvet. 

A few minutes before the hour Z06 and Lissa arrived 
together. They were nervous; not on account of Vic- 
toria's ^read, for they were of the upper stratum, but 
because tiliey were in a house. Accustomed to their small 
flats oflF Shaftesbury Avenue, where tiny kitchens jostled 
with bedroom and boudoif , they were frightened by the 
suggestion of a vast basement out of which floated the 
savoury aroma of the John Dory baking. Victoria tried to 
put them at their ease, took their parasols away and 
showed them into the boudoir. There they sat in a tri- 
angle, the hot sun blazing in upon them, stiff and starched 
widi the formality of those who are seldom formal. 

"Have a Manhattan cocktail?" asked the hostess . 

"No thanks; very hot, isn't it?" said Lissa in her most 
refined manner. She was looking very pretty, dark, slim 
and snaky in her dose-fitting lemon-coloured frock. 

"Very hot," chimed in Z06. She was sitting unneces- 
sarily erect. Her flat French back seemed to abhor the 
easy chair. Her tight hair, her trim hands, her well-boned 
collar, ever3rthing breathed neatness, well-laced stays, a 
full complement of hooks and eyes. She might have been 
the sedate wife of a prosperous French tradesman. 

"Yes, it is hot," said Victoria. 

Then the conversation flagged. The hostess tried to 
draw out her guests. They were obviously anxious to 
behave. Lissa posed for "The Sketch," Z06 remained 
tris correcte, 

"Do you like my pictures?" asked Victoria, pointing to 
the French engravings. 

"They are very pretty," said Lissa. 

"I am very interested in engravings," said Z06, looking 
at the rosewood dock. There was a longish pause. 

"I must show you my little dogs," cried Victoria. She 
must do something. She went out to the landing and 
opened the garden door. There she met ^^iJ®as^a* ^3»a?^- 
ing a trayf ul of finger bowls. Scie lAV \xn&^\^^ ^s^ ^^^- 
turn it if only to break the ice. ?{M0 ml^^w TVi^«^^ 
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but in the boudoir they also instinctively became very 
well-bred. 

'1 am very fond of dogs/' said Lisaa. Snoo lay down 
on her back. 

"She is very pretty," ronarked Zo6. 

Victoria pundied die dogs in the ribs, rolled than over. 
It was no good. ISiey would do nothmg but gently wag 
their tails. She felt ^e would like to swear, when sud- 
denly the front door slammed, a cheerful voice rang in Ae 
hall. 

"Hulloa, here's Duckie," said lissa. 

The door opened loudly and Duckie seemed to rush in 
as if seated on a high wind. 

"Here we are again!" cried the buxom presence in 
white. Every one of her frills rattled like metal. "Late 
as usual. Oh, Vic, what angel pups!" 

Duckie was on her knees. In a moment she had stirred 
up the Pekingese. They forgot their manners. They 
barked vociferously; and Zo^'s starch was taken out of 
her by Poo, who rushed under iier skirts. lissa laughed 
and jumped up. 

"Here, Vic," said Duckie ponderously, "^ve us a hand, 
old girl. Never can jump about after gin and bitters," 
she added confidentially as they iidped her up. 

The ice was effectually broken. They filed into the 
dining-rocmi in pairs, Victoria and Lissa, being slim, play- 
ing l£e part of men. How they gobbled up the hors 
d'oeuvres and how golden the John Dory was; the flanks 
of the fi^ shone like an old violin. Augusta flitted about 
quick but noi^. There was a smile on her face. 

"Steady on, old love," said Duckie to her as the maid 
inadvertently poured her daret into a tumbler. 

"Never you mind, Gussie," cried Zo6, bursting with fa- 
miliarity, "shell be having it in a bucket by and by." 

Augusta laughed. What easy going herrschajtl 

The talk was getting rader now. By die time they 
got to the dessert the merriment was rather supper than 
JuDcb-Uke. 
^l/Ictoria plumSb" said liaaa, ^^VeXxi&TSk&ssiib tuosL Eoime 
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The idea was triumphant Duckie insisted on drinking 
a toast in hock, for she never hesitated to mix her wines. 
Victoria smiled at them indulgently. The youth of all this 
and the jollity, the ease of it; all that was not of her 
old dass. 

''Confusion to Hie puritans/' she cried, and drained her 
glass. Snoo and Poo were fighting for scraps, for Duckie 
was already getting uncertain in her aim. Lissa and Zo6, 
like nymphs teasing Bacchus, were pelting her with plum 
stones, but she seemed quite unconscious of their pranks. 
They had some difficulty in getting her into the boudoir 
for coffee and liqueurs; once on the sofa she tried to go 
to sleep. Her companions roused her, however; the scent 
of coffee, acrid and stimulating, stung their nostrils; the 
liqueurs shone wickedly, green and golden in their ^ass 
bottles; talk became more individual, more reminiscent. 
Here and there a joke shot up like a rocket or stuck quiv- 
ering in Duckie's pladd flanks. 

"Well, Vic," said Zo6, "you are very well instcdUeJ' 
She slowly emptied of cigarette smoke her expanded cheeks 
and surveyed the comfortable little room. 

"Did you do it yourself?" asked Lisaa. "It must have 
cost you a lot of money." 

"Oh, I didn't pay." Victoria was either getting less 
reticent or the liqueur was playing her tricks. "I began 
with a man who set me up here," she added; "he was . . . 
he died suddenly," she went on more cautiously. 

"Oh I" Zo6's eyebrows shot up. "That's vHaat I call 
luck. But why do you not have a flat? It is cheaper." 

"Yes, but more inconvenient," said Lissa. "Ah, Vic. 
I do envy you. You don't know. We're always in 
trouble. We are moving every month." 

"But why?" asked Victoria. "Why must you move?" 

"Turn you out. Neighbours talk and then the land- 
lord's conscience begins to prick him," grumbled Duckie 
from the sofa. 

"Oh, I see," said Victoria. "But when ihey turn you 
out what do you do?" 

'^Go somewhere else, softy," saaA'DxxdBafc* 
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"But then what good does it do?" 

All the women laughed. 

"Law, who cares?" said Duckie. "I dunno." 

"It is perfectly simple," began Zo6 in her precise for- 
eign English. "You see the landlord he will not let flats 
to ladies. When the police began to watch it would cause 
him des ennuis. So he lets to a gentleman who sublets 
the flats, you see? When the trouble begins, he doesn't 
know." 

"But what about the man who stiblets?" asked the 
novice. 

"Him? Oh, he's gone when it begins," said lissa. 
"But they arrest the hall porter." 

"Justice must have its way, I see," said Victoria. 

"What you call justice," grumbled Duckie, "I call it 
damned hard lines." 

For some minutes Victoria discussed the housing prob- 
lem with the fat, jolly woman. Duckie was in a dieerful 
mood. One could hardly believe, when one looked at her 
puffy,' pink face, that she had seen fifteen years of 
trouble. 

"Landladies," she soliloquised, "it's worse. You take 
my tip, Vic, you steer dear of tiiem. You pay as much 
for a pigsty as a man pays for a palace. If you do badly 
they chuck you out and stick to your traps and what can 
you do? You don't call a policeman. If you do, well, 
they raise the rent, steal 3^ur dothes, charge you key 
money, and don't give 'em any lip if you don't want a 
man set at you. Oh, Lor I" 

Duckie went on, and as she spoke her bluntness caused 

Victoria to visualise scene after scene, one more horrible 

than another: a tall, dingy house in Bloomsbury with 

unlit staircases leading up to black landings suggestive of 

robbery and murder; bedrooms with blinded windows, 

reeking with patchouli, with carpets soiled by a m3niad 

ignoble stains. The house Du(±ie pictured was l&e a 

warren in every comer of which soft-handed, rosy-lip^ied 

IiaipSes sucked men's life-blood; there was drinking in it, 

^od a piano played li^t airs; be\o^ m fiafc ^^^oBCid floor^ 

^braug^ the half-open door, she co>AA sefe two ^t ^amftfcVcsf 
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dgners, uoshaven, dirty-cuffed, {laying cards in silence 
like hunters in ambush. She shuddered. 

''Yes^ but Fritz isn't so bad," broke in Lissa. . She had 
all this time been wrangling with Zq€. 

"No good," sna{^)ed Z06, "he's a ... a baucke inu- 
tile" Her pursed-up lips tightened. Fritz was swept 
away to limbo by her practical French philosophy. 

"I like him because he is not useful," said lissa dream- 
ily. Z06 shrugged her shoulders. Poor fool, this Idssa. 

"Who is this Fritz you're always talking about?" asked 
Victoria. 

"He's a . . . you know what they call them,** said 
Duckie brutally. 

"You're a liar," screamed Lissa, jumping up. "He's 
... oh, Vic, you do not understand. He's the man I 
care for; he is so handsome, so dever, so gentle . . ." 

"Very gentle," sneered Z06, "why did you not take off 
yoiu: long gloves last week, hein? Perhaps you had blue 
marks?" 

Lissa looked about to cry. Victoria put her hand on 
her arm. 

"Never mind them," she said, "tell me." 

"Oh, Vic, you are so good." lissa's face twitched, then 
she smiled like a child bribed with a sweet. "They do not 
know; they are hard. It is true, Fritz does not work, but 
if we were married he would work and I would do noth- 
ing. What does it matter?" They all smiled at the 
theory, but Lissa went on with hei^tened coloiu:: 

"Oh, it is so good to forget all the others; they are so 
ugly, so stupid. It is infernal. And then, Fritz, the man 
that I love for himself . . ." 

"And who loves you for . . ." began Zoi. 

"Shut up, Zo^," said Duckie, her findly heart expand- 
ing before this idealism, "leave the kid alone. Not in 
my line, of course. You take my tip, all of you, you go 
on your own. Don't you get let in with a landlady and 
don't you get let in with a man. It's them you've got to 
let m." 

"That's what I say," remarked Tiofe, ''^^ ^^^^ ^cisxs^ 
fal because we take care. One mx^\.>oe ^cssckSSOSL^^s^- ^'^ 
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in^aiKT, every month I can . . J* She stopped and 
looked round suspiciously; with economy goes distrust, 
and Zoe was very Frendi. 'HVdl, I can manage" she 
concluded vaguely. 

''And you need not talk, Duckie,'' said IJssa savagdy. 
'Tfou drink two quids' worth every wedL" 

"Wdl, s'pose I do," grumbled the dienib. "Think I 
do it for pleasure? Tdl you what, if I hadn't got squiffy 
at the beginning I'd have gpne off me bloomin' chunq>. I 
was in Buenos Ayres, went off with a waiter to get mar- 
ried. He was in a restaurant, Hi^gate way, where I was 
in service. I found out aU alx)ut it wh^i I got there. O 
Lor! Why, we jolly well had to drink, what with those 
Argentines who're half monkeys and the good of the 
house! Oh, Lor!" She smiled. "Those were hig^ old 
times," she said inconsequently, overwhelmed by the 
glamour of the past There was silence. 

"I see," said Victoria suddenly. "I've never seen it 
before. If you want to get on, you've got to run on busi- 
ness lines. No ties, no men to bleed you. Save your 
money. Don't drink; save your looks. Why, those are 
good rules for a bank cashier! If you trip, down you go 
in the mud and nobodyll pick you up. So you've got to 
walk warily, not look at anybody, play fair and play hard. 
Then you can get some cash together and then you're 
free." 

There was silence. Victoria had faced the problem too 
squarely for two of her guests. lissa looked dreamily 
towards the garden, wondering where Fritz was, whether 
she was wise in loving; Duckie, conscious of her heavy 
legs and incipient dropsy, blushed, then paled. Alone, 
Zgn^, stiff and energetic like ihe determined business 
woman she was, wore on her lips the enigmatic smile bom 
of a nice little sum in French three per cents. 

"I must be going," said Duckie hoarsdy. She levered 
hersott off the so&L Then, almost silently, the party broke 
up. 
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CHAPTER Xm 

Life pursued its even tenor; and Victoria, watdiing it 
go by, was reminded of the endless belt of a machine. 
The world machine went on grinding, and every breath 
she took was grist thrown for ever into the intolerable 
mill. It was (ktober again, and already the trees in the 
garden were shedding fitful rains of glowing leaves. Alone 
the elder tree stood almost unchanged, a symbol of the 
everlasting. Now and then Victoria walked round the 
little lawn with Snoo and Poo, who were too shivery to 
chase the fat spiders. Often she stayed there for an hour, 
one hand against a tree trunk, looking at nothing, bathed 
in tiie mauve light of the dying year. Already tiie scents 
of decay, of wetness, filled the little garden and struck 
cold when the sun went down. 

Every day now Victoria fdt her isolation more cruelly. 
Solitude was no longer negative; it had materialised and 
had become a solid inimical presence. When the sun 
shone and she could walk tiie milky way of the streets, 
alone but feeling with every sense the joy of living, there 
was not much to fear from solitude; there were things to 
look at, to touch, to smdl. Now solitude no longer liurked 
round comers; at times a gust of wind carri^ its icy 
breath into her bones. 

She was suffering, too, a little. She felt heavy in tiie 
legs, and a vein in her left calf hurt a little in the evening 
if she had walked or stood much. Soon, thou^ it did not 
increase, the pain became her daily companion, for even 
when absent it haunted her. She would await a twinge 
for a whole day, ready and fearful, bracing herself up 
against a shock which often found her unprepared. At 
all times, too, the obsession seemed to follow her now. 
Perhaps she was walking throu^ Regent's Park, buoyant 
and feeling capable of lifting a moimtain, but the thought 
would ru£ upon her, perhaps it was going to hurt She 
would lie awake, too, oblivious of the heavy breathing by 
her side, rested, all her senses a;^eep) oxA ^^si ^^m^ '^k^ 
fdt BO pain the fear of it yrouid com^ 'os^TL^fix «b.^^s«w 
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would wrestle with the thouglht that the blow was about to 
fall. 

Sometimes she would go out into the streets, seeking 
variety even in a wrangle between her Pekingese and some 
other dog. This meant that she must s^xirate them, apol- 
ogise to the owner, exchange perhaps a few words. Once 
she achieved a conversation with an old lady, a kindly 
soul, the mistress of a poodle. They walked together 
along the Canal, and the futile conversation fell like balm 
on Victoria's ears. The freshness of a voice ignorant of 
double meanings was soft as dew. They were to meet 
again, but the old lady was a near nei^bour and she must 
have heard something of Victoria's reputation, for when 
they met again opposite Lord's, the old lady crossed over 
and the poodle followed her haughtily, leaving Snoo and 
Poo disconsolate and wondering on the edge of the pave- 
ment. 

One morning Augusta came into the boudoir about 
twelve, carrying a visiting card on a little tray. 

"Miss Emma Welkin," read Victoria. "League of the 
Rights of Women. What does she want, Augusta?" 

"She says she wants to see Mrs. Ferris, Mum." 

"League of the Rights of Women? Why, she must be 
a suffragist." 

"Yes, Mum. She wears a straw hat. Mum," explained 
Augusta with a slight ^iff. 

"And a tweed coat and skirt, I suppose," said Victoria, 
smiling. 

"Oh, yes. Mum. Shall I say go away?" 

"M'm. No, tell her to come in." 

While Augusta was away Victoria settled herself in flie 
cushions. Perhaps it mi^t be interesting. The visitor 
was shown in. 

"How do you do?" said Victoria, holding out her hand. 
"Please sit down. Excuse my getting up, I'm not vciy 
wdl." 

Miss Welkin looked about her, mildly surprised. It 
was a pretty room, but somehow she felt uncomfortable. 
Victoria was looking at her. X ca3pa5o\t \y^ ^l i^a&s&sitv 
^s; curious, though, in its tbidL, toaxv-^SBJt ^t:^Oa«^ ¥^ 
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Strang boots. She wa; not bad looking, thirty perhaps, 
very erect and rather flat. Her face was fresh, dean, in- 
nocent of powder; her eyes were steady behind glasses; 
her hair was mostly invisible, being ti^tly pulled back. 
There were firm lines about her mouth. A fighting ani- 
mal. 

'^I hope youll excuse this intrusicm," said the suffra- 
gist, "but I got your name from the directory and I have 
come to ... to ascertain your views about the all-im- 
portant question of the vote." There was a queer stilted- 
ness about the little speech. Miss Welkin was addressing 
the meeting. 

"Oh? I'm very much interested," said Victoria. "Of 
course, I don't know an3rthing about it except what I read 
in the papers." 

The grey eyes glittered. Evangdic fervour radiated 
from them. "That's what we want," said the suffragist. 
"It's just the people who are ready to be our friends who 
haven't heard our side and who get biassed. Mrs. Ferris, 
I'm sure youll come in with us and join the MaryldDone 
branch?" 

"But how can I?" asked Victoria. "You see I know 
nothing about it all." 

"Let me give you these pamphlets," said the suffragist. 
Victoria obediently took a leaflet on the marriage law, a 
pamphlet on "The Rights of Women," a few more papers, 
too, some of which slipped to the floor. 

"Thank you," she said, "but first of all tell me, why 
do you want the vote?" 

The suffragist looked at her for a second. This might 
be a keen recruit when she was converted. Thea a flood 
of words burst from her. 

"Oh, how can any woman ask, when she sees the misery, 
the subjection in whidi we live? We say that we want 
the vote because it is the only means we have to attain 
economic freedom ... we say to man: *Put your weapon 
in oiu: hands and we will show you what we can do.* 
We want to have a voice in the affairs of the comrtry. 
We want to say how the taxes \ve pa:^ ^?iS^\sfc ^5$rs*.0^!>ss^ 
our ddldren ^all be edtrtat^, ^"te^^t ^>ax 'srsc^ ^ccS^ '^ 
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to war. We say it's wrcmg that we should be disfran- 
chised because we are women ... it is illogical ... we 
must have it" 

The suffragist stopped for a second to regain breath. 

"I see," said Victoria, "but how is the vote going to 
help?" 

"Help?" echoed Miss Welkin. "It will help because it 
will aiable women to have a voice in national affairs." 

"You must think me awfully stupid," said Victoria 
sweetly, "but what use will it be to us if we do get a voice 
in national affairs?" 

Miss Wdkin ignored the interruption. 

^'It is wrong that we should not have a vote if we are 
reasonable beings; we can be teachers, doctors, chonists, 
factory in^>ectors, busmess managers, writers; we can sit 
on local authorities, and we can't cast a vote for a mem- 
ber of Parliament. It's preposterous, it's . . ." 

"Yes, I understand, but what will the vote do for us? 
Win it raise wages?" 

"It must raise wages. Men's wages have risen a lot 
since they got the vote." 

"Do you think that's because they got the vote?" 

"Yes. Well, partly. At any rate there are things 
above wages," said the suffragist excitedly. "And you 
know, we know that the vote is wanted especially because 
it is an education; by inducing women to take an interest 
in politics we will broaden their minds, teach them to com- 
bine and then automatically their wages will rise." 

"Oh, yes." Victoria was rather struck by the argu- 
ment. "Then," she said, "you admit men are superior 
to women?" 

"Well, yes, at any rate, at present," said the suffragist 
rather sulkily. "But you must remember that men have 
nearly eighty years' training in political affairs. That's 
why we want the vote; to wake women up. Oh, you have 
no idea what it will mean when we get it. We shall have 
fresh minds bearing on political problems, we ^hall have 
more adequate protection for women and children, com- 
pulsory feidingf endowment of mothers^ more education, 
Sorter boms, more sanitary mspec&oci. "NN^ ^daSl ^QfiX.\)^ 
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enslaved by parties; a nobler influence^ the influence of 
pure wom^i will breathe an atmosphere of virtue into this 
terrible world/' 

The woman's eyes were wrapt now, her hands tightly 
dendied, her lips parted, her cheeks a little flushed. But 
Victoria's face had hardaied suddenly. 

"Miss Welkin," she said quietly, "has anything struck 
you about this house, about me?" 

The suffragist looked at her imeasily. 

"You ought to know whom you are talking to," Vic- 
toria went on, "I am a ... I am a what you would 
probably call . . . well, not re^)ectable." 

A dull red flush spread over Miss Welkin's face, from 
the line of her ti^tly pulled hair to her stiff white collar; 
even her ears wait red. She looked away into a comer. 

"You see," said Victoria, "it's a shock, isn't it? I ought 
not to have let you in. It wasn't quite fair, was it?" 

"Oh, it isn't that, Mrs. Ferris," burst out the suffragist, 
'•'I'm not thinking of myself. . . ." 

"Excuse me, you must. You can't help it If you 
could construct a scale with the maximum of egotism at 
one end, and the maximum of altruism at the other and 
divide it, say into one himdred degrees, you would not, I 
think, place your noblest thinkers more than a degree or 
two beyond the egotistic zero. Now you, a pure girl, 
have been entrapped into the house of a woman of no 
reputation, whom you would not have in your drawing- 
room. Now, would you?" 

Miss Welkin was silait for a moment; the flush was 
dying away as she gazed roimd-eyed at this beautiful 
woman lying in her piled cushions, talking like a mathe- 
matician. 

"I haven't come here to ask you into my drawing- 
room," she answered. "I have come to ask you to throw 
in your laboiu:, your time, your money, with ours in the 
service of our cause." She held her head hi^a* as the 
thou^t rose in her like wine. "Our cause," she contin- 
ued, "is not the cause of rich women or poor womea^ <^1 
good women or bad; it's the caixse ol v«crics3Dl« *W£Q&^^^^ 
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doesn^ matter iivbo she is, so long as there is a woman 
who stands aloof from us there b sdll work to do/' 

Victoria looked at her interestedly. Her eyes were 
shining, her lips parted in ecstasy. 

''Oh, I know what you think," the suffragist went on; 
''as you say, you think I demise you because you . . . 
you . . .'* The flush retiuned slightly. . . . "But I Imow 
that yours is not a happy life and we are bringing the 
Ught" 

"The li^t!" echoed Victoria bitterly. "You have no 
idea, I see, of how many people there are who are bring- 
ing the li^t to women l^e me. There are various re- 
ligious organisations who wish to rescue us and to house 
us comfortably under the patronage of the police, to ke^ 
us nicely and feed us on what is suitable for the faH^i; 
they expect us to sew ten hours a day for these privileges, 
but that is by the way. There are also many kindly souls 
who offer little jobs as charwomen to those of us who are 
too worn out to pursue our calling; we are offered emi- 
gration as servants in exchange for the power of com- 
manding a housdiold; we are offered poverty for luxury, 
service for domination, slavery to women inst^ of slavery 
to men. How tempting it is! And now here is the li^t 
in another fonn: the ri^t to drop a bit of paper into a 
box every four years or so and settle thereby whether flie 
Home Secretary who administers the law of my trade shall 
live in fear of bluff prejudice or blue." 

The suffragist said nothing f<Hr a second. She felt 
shaken by Victoria's bitterness. ' 

"Women will have no party," die said lamdy, "they 
will vote as women." 

"Oh? I have heard somewhere that the danger of giv- 
ing wom^i the vote is that they will vote solid 'as 
women,' as you say and swamp the men. Is that so?" 

"No, I'm afraid not," said the suffragist unguardedly, 
"of course women will ^lit up into political parties." 

"Indeed? Then where is this woman vote wfaidi is 
gob^ to icmould the world? It is swamped in fbe <H:di- 



The suSrsffist was in & ^cnsmau 



A BED OF ROSES 271 

"You forget," she answered, wriggling on the homs, 
"that women can always be aroused for a noble 
cause* • • • 

"Am I a noble cause?" asked Victoria, smiling. "So 
far as I can see women, even the hi^est of them demise 
us because we do illegally what fliey do legally, hate us 
because we attract, envy us because we shine. I have 
often thought that if Christ had said, 'Let her who hath 
never sinned . . .' the woman would have been stoned. 
What do you think?" 

The suffragist hesitated, cleared her throat. 

"That will all go when we have the vote, women will 
be a force, a nobler force; they will realise . . . they will 
sympathise more . . . then they will cast their vote for 
women." 

Victoria shook her head. 

"Miss Welkin," she said, "you are an idealist. Now, 
will you ask me to your next meeting if you are satisfied 
as to my views, annoimce me for what I am and introduce 
me to your committee?" 

"I don't see ... I don't think," stammered the suf- 
fragist, "you see some of our committee . . ." 

Victoria laughed. 

"You see. Never mind. I assure you I wouldn't go. 
But, tell me, supposing women get the vote, most of my 
class will be disfranchised on the present registration law. 
What will you women do for us?" 

The suffragist thougjht for a minute. 

"We shall raise the condition of women," she said. 
"We shall give them a new status, increase the respect of 
mei for them, increase their respect for themselves; be- 
sides, it will raise wages and that will help. We shall . . • 
we shall have better means of reform, too." 

"What means?" 

"When women have more sjmipathy." 

"Votes don't mean sjmipathy." 

"Well, intelligence then. Oh, Mrs. Ferris, it's not that 
Aat matters; we're going to the root oi \X., '^^x^ 'igssis^ 
to make women equal to men, ©ve Q^cov ^^ ^asc^. ^sQ^«t- 
tvnities, the same rights. . . " 
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"Yes, but will the vote increase their muscles? Will it 
make them more logical, fitter to earn their living?'' 

"Of course it will," said Miss Welkin acidly. 

"Then how do you explain that several millions of men 
earn less than thirty shillings a, week, and that at times 
hundreds of thousands are imemployed?" 

"The vote does not mean everything," said the suffra- 
gist reluctantly. "It will merely ensure that we rise like 
file men when we are fit." 

"Well, Miss Welkin, I won't press that, but now, tell 
me, if women got the vote to-morrow, what would it do 
for my class?" 

"It would raise . . ." 

"No, no, we can't wait to be raised. We've got to 
live, and if you 'raise' us we lose our means of livelihood. 
How are you going to get to the root cause and lift us, 
not the next generation, at once out of the lower dq>ths?" 

The suffragist's face contracted. 

"Everything takes time," she faltered. "Just as I 
couldn't promise a charwoman that her hours would go 
down and her wages up next day, I can't say that • • • 
of course your case is more difficult than any other, be- 
cause . . . because . . ." 

"Because," said Victoria coldly, "I represent a social 
necessity. So long as your economic system is such that 
there is not work for the asking for every himian being — 
work, mark you, fitted to strength and ability — ^so long, 
on the other hand, as there is sudi uncertainty as prevoits 
men from marrying, so long as there is a leisured class who 
draw luxury from the labour of other men; so long will 
my dass endure as it endiured in Athens, in Rome, in 
Alexandria, as it does now from St John's Wood to 
Pekin." 

There was a pause. Then Miss Welkin got iq> awk- 
wardly. Wctoria followed suit. 

"There," she said, "you don't mind my being frank, do 
you? May I subscribe this sovereign to the funds of the 
branch? I do bdieve you are ri^t^ you know, even 
tbougfi I'm not sure the im)\eni\un \& coo&si^?^ 
AOss Welkin looked doubti^y al «Qfc c»m\si\«2t v^css^. 
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"Don't refuse it," said Victoria, smiling; "after all, you 
know, in politics diere is no tainted money." 

CHAPTER XIV 

Victoria lay back in bed, gazing at the blue silk wall. 
It was ten o'clock, but still dark; not a sound disturbed 
dominical peace, except the rain dripping from the trees, 
falling finally like the strokes of time. Her eyes dwelt 
for a moment on the colour prints where the nude beauties 
languished. She felt desperately tired, though she had 
not left the house for thirty-six hours; her weariness was 
as much a consequence as a cause of her consciousness of 
defeat. October was wearing; and soon the cruel winter 
would come and fix its fangs into the sole remaining joy 
of her life, the spectacle of life itself. She was desperately 
tired, full of hatred and disgust. If the face of a man 
rose before her she thrust it back savagely into limbo; 
her legs hurt. The time had come when she must realise 
her failure. She was not, as once in the P.R.R., in the 
last stage of exhaustion, himted, tortured; she was rather 
the wounded bird crawling away to die in a thicket than 
the brute at bay. 

As she lay, she realised that her failure had two aspects. 
It was together a monetary and a physical failure. The 
last three months had in themselves been ea^. Her 
working hours did not begin before sev«i o'clock in the 
evening; and it was open to her, being yoimg and beauti- 
ful, to put them off for two or tiiree hours more; she was 
always free by twelve o'clock in the morning at the very 
latest, and then the day was hers to rest, to read and 
think. But she was still too much of a novice to escape 
the excitement inherent in the chase, the strain of making 
conversation, of facing the inane; nor was she able with- 
out a mental effort to bring herself to the response of 
the simulator. As she sat in the Vesuvius or stared into 
the showcase of a Regait Street jeweller, a faint smile 
upon her face, her brain was awake, Taec i^Kxs^^'K* 'a\.\s^^ \ 
pressure. Her eyes roved ri^l and. \eS\. asA «^«c^ "^^^^^^^SL 
iseemed to dance with expectation ot easa:^^«««^^^^^*^ 
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When she gat up now, she found her body heavy, her 
legs sore and all her being dull like a worn stone. A 
little more, she felt, and the degradation of her body 
would spread to her sweet lucidity of mind; she would 
no longer see ultimate ends but would be engulfed in the 
present, become a bird of prey seeking hun^y pleasure 
or exdtemait. 

Besides, and this seemed more serious still, she was not 
doing well. It seemed more serious because this could 
not be fou^t as could be intellectual brutalisation. An 
examination of her pass books showed that she was a little 
better off than at the time of Caims's death. She was 
worth, all debts paid, about three himdred and ninety 
pounds. Her net savings were therefore at the rate of 
about a hundred and fifty a year; but she had been won- 
derfully lucky, and nothing said that age, illness or such 
misadventures as she classed under professional risk, 
might not nullify her efforts in a we^. There was wear 
and tear of clothes, too: the trousseau presented her by 
Cairns had been good throughout but some of the linen 
was beginning to show signs of wear; boots and shoes 
wanted raiewing; there were winter garments to buy and 
new furs. 

'^I shall have stone martin," she reflected. Then her 
mind ran complacently for a while on a pictmre of her- 
self in stone martin; a pity she couldn't run to sables. 
She brought herself back with a jerk to her consideration 
of ways and means. The situation was really not brilliant. 
Of course she was extravagant in a way. Eighty-five 
pounds rent; thirty pounds in rates and taxes, without 
coimting income tax which mi^t be anything, for she 
dared not protest; two servants — all that was too much. 
It was quite impossible to run the house under five him- 
dred a year, and clothes must run into an extra hundred. 

"I could give it up," she thou^t. But the idea dis- 
appeared at once. A flat would be cheaper, but it meant 
unending difficulties; it was not for nothing that Zo£, 
Lissa ai^ Duckie envied her. And the rose-covored per- 
igola! Besides, it would meaa saNin^ ^ \i\Bi^s^ ^ ^^ax 
^r so; and, from her point ol vVcw, cwscl \»^\sHav^w^ %sA 
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fifty a year "was not worth saving. She was neaily twenty- 
eight, and could count on no more than between eiglht and 
twelve years of great attractiveness. TTiis meant that, 
with the best of luck, she could not hope to amass much 
more than three thousand pounds. And then? Weston- 
super-Mare and thirty years in a boarding-house? 

She was still full of hesitation and doubt as she greeted 
Betty at lunch. This was a great Simday treat for the 
gaitle P.R.R. girl. When she had taken off her coat and 
hat, she used to settle in an armchair with an intimate 
feeling of peace and protection. This particular day 
Betty did not settle down as usual, thou^ the cu^ions 
looked soft and tempting and a clear fire binned in the 
grate. Victoria -watched her for a moment How ex- 
quisite and delicate this girl looked; tall, very slim and 
rounded. Betty had placed one hand on the mantelpiece, 
a small, long hand, rather coarsened at the finger tips, 
one foot on the fender. It was a little foot, ardbed and 
neat in the cheap boot. Sie had bought new boots for 
the occasion; the middle of the raised sole was still -white. 
Her face was a little flushed, her eyes darkened by the 
glow. 

"Well, Betty," said her hostess suddenly, "wiien's thfe 
wedding?" 

"Oh, Vic, I didn't say . . . how can you . . •" Her 
face had blushed a tell-tale red. 

"You didn't say," laughed Victoria, "of course you 
didn't say, shy bird! But surely you don't think I don't 
know. , You've met somebody in the city and you're 
frightfully in love with him. Now, honest, is there any- 
body?" 

"Yes . . . there is, but . . ." 

"Of course there is. Now, Betty, tell me all sbofot it." 

"Oh, I couldn't," said Betty, gazing into flie fire. "You 
see, it isn't quite settled yet." 

"Then tell me what you're going to settle. First of 
all, who is it?" 

"Nobody you know. I met him at . . . wdl^ hft CaV 
lowcc'l me in Finsbury Circus one wec&sx^. . • •'* ^, 

''Ob, naughty, naughty I "Sfatfie «2X.\xci% cscN.^'^^si^' 
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'^oa nrastnt tbink I encouraged him," said Betty with 
a tinge of aspenty. "Vm not that sort" She stopped, 
remonbering Victoria's profession, then, inconsequently: 
"You see, he wouldn't go away and . . . now . . ." 

"And he was rather nice, wasn't he?" 

"Well, rather." A faint and very sweet smile came over 
Bett3r's face. Victoria felt a little strangle in her throat. 
She, too, had thought her bold partner at the regimental 
dance at Lympton rather nice. Poor old Dick. 

"Then he got out of me about the P.R.R.," Betty went 
on more confidently. "And then, would you believe it, 
he came to limch every day! Not that he was accus- 
tomed to lundi at places like that," she added complac- 
ently. 

"Oh, a swell?" said Victoria. 

"No, I don't say that. He used to go to the Lethes, 
before fliey shut up. He lives in the West End, too, in 
Notting IBll, you know." 

"Dear, dear, you're flying higji, Betty. But tdl me, 
what is he like? and what does he do? and is he very 
handsome?" 

"Oh, he's awfully handsome, Vic. Tall, you know, and 
very, very dark; he's so gentlemanly, too, looks like the 
yoimg man in First Words of Love. It's a lovely picture, 
isn't it?" 

"Yes, lovely," said Victoria summarily. "But tell me 
more about him." 

"He's twenty-eight He works in the dty. He's a 
ledger clerk at Anderson and Dromo's. If he gets a rise 
this Christmas, he . . . well, he says . . ." 

"He says hell marry you." 

"Yes." Betty hung her head, then raised it quickly. 
"Oh, Vic, I can't believe it. It's too good to be true. I 
kve him so dreadfully ... I just can't wait for one 
o^dock. He didn't come on Wednesday. I thought he'd 
forgotten me and I was going off my head. But it was 
all right, fliey'd kept him in over something." 

"Poor little girl," said Victoria gently. "It's hard, isn't 
*. but good, too.** 
'*Cbod/ Vk^ wicB he kisses me 1 leA » >i\ ^hto^ 
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going to faint. He's strong, you see. And yAiea he puts 
fais arms round me I fed like a mouse in a trap . . . but 
I don't want to get away: I want it to go on for ever, just 
like that." 

She paused for a moment as if listening to the first 
words of love. Then her mind took a practical turn. 

"Of course we sha'n't be able to live in Notting Hill/* 
die added. "Well have to go further out, Sh^herd's 
Bush way, so as to be on the Tube. And he says I sha'n't 
go to the P.R.R. any more." 

"Happy girl," said Victoria. "I'm so glad, Betty; I 
hope . . •" 

She restrained a doubt. "And as you say you can't 
stay to tea I think I know where you're going." 

"Well, yes, I am going to meet Mm," said Betty, laud- 
ing. 

"Yes . . . and you're going to look at little houses at 
Shepherd's Bush." 

Betty looked up dreamily. She could see a two-stor- 
eyed house in a row, with a bay window, arid a front gar- 
dai where, winter and summer, marigolds grew. 

After lunch, as the two women sat once more in the 
boudoir, they said very little. Victoria, from time to time, 
flicked the ash from her cigarette. Betty did not smoke, 
but, liver hands clasped together in her Is^, watched a 
handsome dark face in the coals. 

"And how are you getting on, Vic?" she asked sud- 
denly. Swamped by the impetuous tide of her own ro- 
mance, she had not as yet shown any interest in her 
friend's affairs. 

"I? Oh, nothing g)ecial. Pretty fair." 

"But, I mean . . . you said you wanted to make a lot 
of money and . . ." 

"Yes, I'm not badly off, but I can't go <hi, Betty. I 
shall never do any good like this." 

Betty was silent for some minutes. Her ingr» 
modesty made any discussion of her friend's profc 
intolerable. Vanquished in argument^ ^cud^^^ « 
big the lope of Victoria's action:^ ^^ cnviA xisX Vs> 
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mind from tfie ^ught that these acticms were rqnilsive, 
that there must have been some other way. 

''Oh? You want to get out of it all . . . you know 
... I have never said you weren't quite right, but . . ." 

"But I'm quite wrong?" 

"No ... I don't mean that ... I don't like to say 
that . . . I'm not clever like you, Vic, but . . ." 

"We've done with all that," said Victoria coldly. "I 
do want to get out of it because it's getting me no nearer 
to what I want. I don't quite know how to do it. I'm 
not very well, you know." 

Betty looked up quickly with concern in her face. 

"Have those veins been troubling you agam?" 

"Yes, a little. I can't risk much more." 

"Then what are you going to do?" 

Victoria was silent for a moment. 

"I don't know," she said. "I never thought of aU this 
when the Major was alive." 

"Ah, there never was anybody like him," said Betty 
after a pause. 

Victoria sat up suddenly. 

"Betty," she cried, "you're giving me an idea." 

"I? An idea?" 

"There must be somebody like him. Why shouldn't I 
find him?" 

Betty said notiiing. She looked her stififest, relishing 
but litUe the fathering upon her of this expedient 

"But who?" soliloquised Victoria. "I don't know any- 
body. You see, Betty, I want lots and lots of money. 
Otherwise it's no good. If I don't make a lot soon it wUl 
be too late." 

Betty stiU said nothing. Really she couldn't be ex- 
pected. . . . Then her conscience smote her; she ou^t 
to show a little interest in dear, kind Vic. 

"Yes," she said. "But you must know lots of people. 
You never told me, but you're a swell and all that. You 
mvtst have known lots of rich men when you came to 

^be stoi^)ed ahnqptly, ^tiodLed \>y \mx cswdl wa^&ssX:^. 
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But Victoria was no longer noticing her; she was following 
with lightning speed a new train of thought 

"Betty," she cried, "youVe done it I've found the 
man." 

"Have you? Who is it?" exclaimed Betty. She was 
excited, unable in her disapproval of the irregular to fed 
uninterested in the coming together of women and men. 

"Never mind. You don't know him. Ill tell you 
later." 

An extraordinary buoyancy seemed to pervade Victoria. 
The way out! she had found the way out! And the two 
little words echoed in her bram as if some mighty wave 
of soimd was reboimding from side to side in her skull. 
She was excited, so excited that, as she said good-bye to 
Betty, she forgot to fix their next meeting. She had work 
to do and woiSd do it that very night. 

As soon as Betty was gone she dressed quickly. Then 
she dianged her hat to make sure she was looking her 
best. She went out and, with hurried steps, made for the 
Findiley Road. There was the house with the ever- 
greens, as well clipped as ever, and the drive with its 
clean gravel. She ran up the steps of the porch, then 
hesitated for a moment. Her heart was beating now. 
Then she rang. There was a very long pause, diuing 
which she heard nothing but the- pumping of her heart. 
Then distant, shufSing footsteps coming nearer. The 
door opened. She saw a slatternly woman . . . behind 
her the void of an empty house. She could not speak for 
emotion. 

"Did you want to see the house, mum?" asked the 
woman. She looked sour. Simday afternoon was hardly 
a time to view. 

"The house?" 

"Oh ... I thought you come from Belfrey's, mvaa. 
It's to let" 

The caretaker nodded towards the right and Victoria, 
following the direction, saw the house agents' board. Her 
excitement fell as under a cold douche. 

"Qb; I came to see . . . Tio ^o\sl Nss^sssr n^ws^^^ 
Holt is?'' 
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''Mr. Holt's dead, mum. Died in August, mum." 

"Dead?" Things seemed to go round. Jack was the 
only son . . . then? 

"Yes, mum. That's why they're lettmg. A fine big 
'ouse, mum. Died in August, mum. Ah, you should have 
seen the funeral. They say he left half a million, mum, 
and there wasn't no will." 

"Where is Mrs. Holt and . . . and Mr. Holt's son?" 

The caretaker eyed the visitor suspiciously. There was 
something rakish about this young lady whidi frightened 
her respectability. 

"I can't say, mum," she answered slowly. "I could 
forward a letter, mum," she added. 

"Let me come in. I want to write a note." 

The caretaker hesitated for a moment, then stood aside 
to let her pass. 

"You'll 'ave to come downstairs, mum," she said, "sorry 
I'm all mixed up. I was doing a bit of washing. Git 
away, Maria," to a small child who stood at the top of 
the stairs. 

In the gaslit kitchen, surrounded by steaming linen, 
Victoria wrote a little feverish note in pencil. The care- 
taker watched her every movement. She liked her better 
somehow. 

"Ill forward it all ri^t, mimi," she said. "Thank you, 

mum. . . . Oh, mum, I don't want you to think " 

She was looking amazedly at the half sovereign in her 

"That's all right," said Victoria, laughing loudly. She 
felt she must laugh, dance, let herself go. "Just post it 
before twelve." 

The woman saw her to the door. Then she looked at 
the letter doubtfully. It was freshly sealed and could 
easily be opened. Then she had a burst of loyalty, put 
on a batteied bonnet, completed the address, stamped the 
envdope and, walking to the pillar box round the comefi 
played Victoria's trump card. 
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CHAPTER XV 

"And so, Jack, you havai't forgottai me?" 

For a minute Holt did not answer. He seemed q)ell- 
boimd by the woman on the sofa. Tliere she lay at full 
length, lazy grace in every curve of her figure, in the lines 
of her limbs revealed by the thin sea-green stuff which 
moulded them. This new woman was a very wonderful 
thing. 

"No," he said at length, "but you have changed." 

"Yes?" 

"You're different. You used to be simple, almost shy. 
I used to think you very like a big white lily. Now you're 
like — ^like a big white orchid — ^an orchid in a vase of 
jade." 

"Poet! artist!" laughed Victoria. "Ah, Jack, youTl 
alwa}^ be the same. Always thinking me good and the 
world beautiful." 

"I'll always think you good and beautiful, too." 

Victoria looked at him. He had hardly changed at all. 
His tall, thin frame had not expanded, his hands were 
still beautifully white and seemed as aristocratic as ever. 
Perhaps his mouth 2^>peared weaker, his eyes bluer, his 
face fairer, owing to his black clothes. 

"I'm glad to see you again, Kathleen Mavoumeen," she 
said at length. 

"Why did you wait so long?" asked Holt. "It was 
cruel, cruel. You know what I said — ^I would " 

"No, no," interrupted Victoria, fearing an avowal. "I 
couldn't. I've been throu^ the mill. Oh, Jack, it was 
awful. I've been cold, himgry, ill; I've worked ten hours 
a day — I've swabbed floors." 

A hot flush rose in Holt's fair dieeks. 

"Horrible," he whispered, "but why didn't you tell me? 
I'd have helped, you know I would." 

"Yes, I know, but it wouldn't have done. No, Jack, 
it's no good helping women. You can help men a bit; 
but women, no. You only maiie \i\cav xosst^ ^^?;^rsnSss5^^ 
weaker. If women are the poor, it\No\o\i&/v^^^^2cX.,^^^^ 
tbey are. it's because they*ve beea \>tolec\&^ ^^ '^ssv^s. 
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ought to want to be protected. Besides, I'm proud. I 
wasn't coming back to you until I was — ^wdl, I'm not ex- 
actly rich, but " 

l^e indicated the room with a nod and Holt, following 
it, sank deeper into wonder at the rocmi where everything 
^x>ke of culture and comfort. 

"But how ?" he stammered at last, "how did 

you ? What happened then?" 

Victoria hesitated for a moment. 

"Don't ask me just now. Jack," she said, "111 tdl )rou 
later. Tell me about yourself. What are you doing? 
And where is your mother?" 

Holt looked at lier doubtfully. He would have liked 
to cross-question her, but he was the second generation 
of a rising family and had learned that questions must 
not be pressed. 

"Mother?" he said vaguely. "Oh, she's gone back to 
Rawsley. She never was happy here. She went back as 
soon as pater died; she missed the tea fights, you know, 
and Bethlehem and all that." 

"It must have been a shock to you when your father 
died." 

"Yes, I suppose it was. The old man and I didn't ex- 
actly hit it off but, somehow — those things make you 
realise " 

"Yes, yes," said Victoria sympathetically. The simi- 
larity of deaths among the middle classes! Every woman 
in the regiment had told her that "these things make you 
realise" when Dicky died. "But what about you? Are 
you still in — in cement?" 

"In cement!" Jack's lip curled. "The day my fatho: 
died I was out of cement. It's rather awful, you know, 
to tWnk that my freedom depended on his deafii." 

"Oh, no; life depends on death," said Victoria smoothly. 
"Besides, we are members of one another; and when, 
like you. Jack, we are a minority, we suffer." 

Holt looked at her doubtfully. He did not quite under- 
stand ber; she had hardened, he thought. 
^'No, " be went on, "I've done YiVdti ^^\3waa2a»a&, Tkcy 
turned it into a limited Uability coTKpasKj ^ xdsso&l 'w^. 
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I'm a director because the others say they must have a 
Holt in it; but directors never do anything, you know." 

"And you are going to do like the charwoman, going 
to do nothing, nothing for ever?" 

"No, I don't sny that. I've been writing — ^verseSi you 
know, and some sketdies." 

"Writing? You must be happy now. Jack. Of course 
youll let me see them? Are they publidied?" 

"Yes. At least, Amershams will bring out some scnmets 
of mine next month." 

"And are you going to pass the rest of your life writ- 
ing sonnets?" 

"No, of coiurse not. I want to travel. Ill go South 
this winter and get some local colour. I might write a 
novel." 

His head was thrown 4)ack on the cushion, looking out 
upon the blue southern sky, the blue waters ^)eckled as 
with foam by remote white sails. 

"You mi^t give me a cigarette. Jack," said Victoria. 
"They're in that silver box, there." 

He handed her the box and struck a match. As he 
held it for her his eyes fastened vipon the shapely white- 
ness of her hands, her pink, polished fingernails, the 
roimdness of her forearm. Soft feminine scents rose from 
her hair; he saw the dark tendrils over the nape of her 
neck. Oh, to bury his lips in that warm, white neck! 
His hand trembled as he lit his own cigarette and Vic- 
toria marked his heightened coloiu:. 

"Youll come and see me often. Jack, won't you?" 

"May I? It's so good of you. I'm not going South 
for a couple of months." 

"Yes, you can always tdei^one. Youll find me there 
imder Mrs. Ferris." 

Holt looked at her once more. 

"I don't want you to think I'm prying. But you wrote 
me saying I was to ask for Mrs. Ferris. I did, of course, 
but, you . . . you're not . . . ?" 

"Married? No, Jack. Don't ask me anything else. 
You shall know everything soon?^ 
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She got up and stood for a mcmient beside his diair. 
His eyes were fixed on her hands. 

''T^ere/' she said, "omie along and let me show you 
the house, and my pictures, and my pack of hounds." 

He followed her obediently, giving its meed of praise 
to all her possessions. He <Ud not care for animals; he 
lacked the generation of culture which leads from conent- 
making to a taste for dogs. The French engravings on 
the stairs surprised him a little. He had a strain of 
Puritanism in him nmning straight from Bethlehem, whidi 
even the reading of Swinburne and Baudelaire had not 
quite eradicated. A vague sense of the fitness of things 
inade him think that somehow these were not the pictures 
a lady should hang; she might keep them in a portfolio. 
Otherwise, there were the servants. . . . 

"And what do you think of my bedroom?" asked Vic- 
toria, opening the door suddenly. 

Holt stood nervously on the threshold. He took in its 
details one by one, the blue paper, the polished mahogany, 
the flowered diintzes, the long glass, the lace curtains; it 
all looked so comfortable, so luxurious as to eclipse easily 
the rigidly good but ugly things he had been used to from 
birth onwards. He looked at the dressing table, too, cov- 
ered with its many bottles and brushes; then he started 
slightly and again a hot flush rose over his cheeks. With 
an effort he detached his eyes from the horrid thing he 
saw. 

"Very pretty, very pretty," he gasped. Without wait- 
ing for Victoria, he turned and went downstairs. 

Within the next week they met again. Jack took no 

notice of her for four days, and then suddenly telephoned, 

asking her to dine and io come to the theatre. She was 

still in bed and she fdt low-^irited, full of fear that her 

trump would not make. I%e accepted with an alacrity 

that Ae regretted a minute later, but she was drownmg 

and could not dally with the lifebelt Her preparation for 

the dinno- was as elaborate as that which had heralded 

ier capture of Cairns, far more elaborate than any she 

made for the Vesuvius wher^ \nscAcii\.\«anX:^ *^ ^ i^^^^xx 

9sset than beauty as sudi. Ttt& toie ^afc v^^x. fSDL\« 
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mauve frock with the heavily embroidered silver shoulder 
straps; she wore little jewelry, merely a necklet of chased 
old si}ver and amethysts, and a ring figuring a silver 
chimera with tiny diamond eyes. As she surveyed herself 
in the long glass, the holy calm which comes over the 
perfectly-(ke^ed flowed into her soul like a river of honey. 
She was immaculate, and from her unlined white forehead 
to her jewd-buckled shoes she was beautiful in every de- 
tail. Subtle scent followed her like a tram bearer. 

The entire evening was a tribute. From the moment 
when Holt set eyes upon her and reluctantly withdrew 
them to direct the cabman, until they drove back through 
the night, she was conscious of the wave of adulation that 
broke at her feet. Men*s eyes followed her every move- 
ment, drank in every rise and fall of her breast, strove 
to catch sight of her teeth, flashing white, ruby cased. 
Her progress through the dining hall and the stEdls was 
imperial in its command. As she saw men turn to look 
at her again, women even grudgingly anal3rse her, as 
homage rose round h&c like inc^ise, she felt fri^tened; 
for this seemed to be her triumphant night, the zenith of 
her beauty and power, and perhaps its very intensity 
showed that it was her swan song. She felt a pain in her 
left leg. 

Jack Holt passed that evening at her feet. A fearful 
exultation was upon him. The neighbourhood of Victoria 
was magnetic; his heart, his senses, his aesthetic sense were 
equally enslaved. She realised everything he had dreamed, 
beauty, culture, grace, gentle wit. It hurt him physic* 
ally not to tell her that he loved her still, that he wanted 
her, that she was everything. He revelled in the thought 
that he had found her again, that she liked him, that he 
would see her whenever he wanted to, perhaps join his life 
with hers; then fear gripped his imeven soul, fear that he 
was only her toy, that now she was rich she would tire 
of him and cast him into a world swept by the icy blasts 
of regret. And all through ran the horribly suggestive 
memory of that which he had seen on the dressing table, a 

Victoria was conscious oi dl ^vs» ^Xorcci, ^^js^^^Nss^fis^ ^ 
to interpret its squalls and \t& \>iJi&- ^VQdssssX ^'^^ ^^ 
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ptayoi upcn Inm; allHiMldy CDcnmagpig the fjtciljf 
jTOuthy bmdhig tuiiauls Mm to read his |jiugiauiie so ttat 
he oonld fed her breath oo his chffkj and diawiug up and 
hrmming absorbed m the play. In Ae darkness she fdt 
his hand dose ever hers; gendy but fim^ she freed her- 
sell As th^ drove badL to St. John's Wood they haidfy 
nriwngpd a word. Victoria fdt tired; far in Ae daik, 
away from the crowds^ die mnsic, the admiratiao of her 
fdknrs^ reaction had foil play. Holt found he could say 
nodnng, for every nerve in his body was tense with ex- 
dtement. A hundred words were on his Iqis but he dared 
not breathe them for fear of breaking die ^idL 

^Coipe in and have a idiisly and soda before yon go/' 
said VicUnia in a matter of fact tone as he opened the 
gsuxlen gate. 

He could not resisL A wonderful f eding of intimaqr 
overwfadmed him as he watdied her switdi on the fi^ts 
and bring out a decanter, a sypbaa and glassps. She put 
them on the table and moticned him towards it, pladng 
one foot on the fender to warm hersdf before the ^wing 
embers. IBs eyes did not leave hers. There.was a surge 
of blood in his head. One of his hands fixed on her hue 
arm; with the other he drew her towards him, crushed her 
against his breast; she lay unresisting in his arms whfle 
he covered her 1^ her neck, her shoulders^ with hot 
kisses, some quick and passionate, others lingering, full of 
tenderness. Then she gently repulsed him and heed her- 
sdf. 

'7^tck," she said softly, ''you shouldn't have done that 
You don't know . . . you (k>n't know . . ." 

He drew his hand over his f ordiead. Bis brain seemed 
to dear a little. The maddening m3rstery of it all formed 
into a question. 

'^Victoria, why are those two razors on your dressing 
table?" 

She looked at him a brief space. Then, very quietly, 
with the deliberation of a surgeon, 

"Need you ask? Do you not understand what I am?" 
J^'s eyes went up towards tioft qS^%\ \a& Vosss^ 
deacbed; a queer cboked sound eac»^ te«si\a& ^^ds^aX. 
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Victoria saw him suffer, woimded as an aesthete, wounded 
in his traditional conc^tion of purity, prejudiced, un* 
understanding. For a second she hated him as one hates 
a howling dog on whose paw one has trodden. 

"Oh," he gasped, "oh." 

Victoria watched him through her downcast eyelashes. 
Poor boy, it had to come. Pandora had opened the chest. 
Then he looked at her again with returning sanity. 

"Why didn't you tell me before? I can't bear it. You, 
whom I thought ... I can't bear it." 

"Poor boy." She took his hand. It was hot and dry. 

"I can't bear it," he repeated dully. 

"I had to. It was the only way." 

"Tliere is always a way. It's awful." His voice 
broke. 

"Jack," she said softly, "the world's a hard place for 
women. It takes from fliem either hard labour or grati- 
fication. I've done my best. For a whole year I worked. 
I worked ten hours a day, I've starved almost, I've 
swabbed floors. . . ." 

He withdrew his hand with a jerk. He could bear that 
even less than her confession. 

"Then a man came," she went on rdentlessly, "a good 
man who offered me ease, peace, happiness. I was poor, 
I was ill. What could I do? Then he died and I was 
alone. What could I do? Ah, don't believe mine is a 
bed of roses, Jack!" 

He had turned away, and was looking into &e d3mig 
fire. His ideals, his prejudices, all were in the melting 
pot. Here was the woman who had been his earliest 
dream, degraded, irretrievably soiled. Whatever hap- 
pened he could not forget; not even love could break 
down the terrific barrier which generations of hard and 
honest men of Rawsley had erected in his soul between 
straight women and the others. But she was the dream 
still: beautiful, all that his heart desired; such that (and 
he felt it liCe an awful taimt) he could not give her up. 

He looked at her, at her sorrowful face. No^ he could 
not let her pass out of his lile. lifc V^Msa^V ^\ e&K^fs«s^fc^ 
tbiDgs. He could see bis inolJcLeT'^ i^Kfc, ^'s^ \^a^ ^^swfie* 
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of Rawsley; he thou^t of the pastor at Bethldiem de- 
nouncing sin. All his standards were jarred. He had 
nothing to hold on to -while everydiing seemed to slip: 
ideals, resolutions, dreams; nothing remained save tiie 
horrible sweetness of the mermaid's face. 

"Let me think," he said hoarsely, "let me think," 

Victoria said nothing. He was in hands stronger than 
hers. He was fighting his tradition, the blood of the 
Covenanters, for her sake. Nothing that she could say 
would help him; it mi^t impede him. He had turned 
away; she could see nothing of his face. Then he looked 
into her eyes. 

"What was can never be again," he said; "what I 
dreamed can never be. You were my beacon and my 
hope. I have only found you to lose you. If I were to 
marry you there would always be that between us, the 
past." 

"Then do not marry me. I do not ask you to." Her 
voice went down to a whisper and she put her hands on 
his shoulders. "Let me be another, a new dream, less 
golden, but sweet." 

She put her face almost against his, gazing into his 
eyes. "Do not leave this house and I wiU be ever3rthing 
for you." 

She felt a shudder run through him as if he would repel 
her, but she did not relax her hold or her gaze. She drew 
nearer to him, and inch by inch his arms went roimd her. 
For a second they swayed close locked together. As they 
fell into the deep armdiair her loose, black hair imcoiled, 
and, falling, buried their faces in its shadow. 

CHAPTER XVI 

The months which followed emerged but slowly from 
blankness for these two who had joined their lives to- 
gether. Both had a difficulty in reali^g, the woman 
Siat she had laid the copmg stone of her career, the man 
that be was happy as may be an oi»um eater. The first 
days were electric, hectic VlcXwna. IdX. Vass^^ fet ber 
nerves bad been worn down by ^e cxsaXfiHJKDX «A ^^d^ 
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anxiety of making sure of her conquest. The reaction left 
her rather d^ressed tlian glowing with success. Jack was 
beyond scruples; he felt that he had passed the RubioHi. 
He was false to his theories and his ideals, in revolt against 
his upbringing. At the outset he revelled in the thought 
that he was cutting himself adrift from the ugly past. 
It was joyful to think that the pastor in his whitewaished 
bam would covertly select him as a text. For the first 
time in his fettered life he saw that the outlaw alone is 
free; both he and Victoria were outlaws, but she had 
tasted the bitterness of ostracism while he was still at the 
stage of welcoming it. 

As the weeks wore, however, Victoria realised her posi- 
tion better and splendid peace flowed in upon her. She 
did not love Holt; i^e began even to doubt whether she 
could love any man if she could not love him, this hand- 
some youth with the delicate soul, grace, generosity. It 
was not his mental weakness that repelled her, for he was 
virile enough; nor was it the toudi of provincialism 
against whidi his intelligence struggled. It was rather 
that he did not attract her. He was clever enou^, well 
read, kind, but he lacked magnetism; he had nofiiing of 
the slumberous fire which cUstinguished Farwell. His 
passion was personal, his outlook theoretical and limited; 
there was nothing purposeful in his ideas. He had no 
message for her. In no wise did he repel her, though. 
Sometimes she would take his face between her hands, look 
awhile, into the blue eyes where there always lurked some 
wistfulness, and thea kiss him just once and quickly, with- 
out knowing why. 

"Why do you do that, Vicky?" he asked once. 

She had not answered but had merely kissed his cheek 
again. She hardly knew how to tell him that she sighed 
because she could only consent to love him instead of 
offering to do so. While he was sunk in his daily growing 
ease ^t was again thinking of ultimate ends and despised 
herself a little for it. She had to be alone for a while 
before she could regain self-control, remember ^<t \serc5s^fc 
tyranny of man and her reso\ve \o \» Vret. ^^s&^R.^k'^^^' 
vFas a man, one of the oppressotS) axA ^a ^a.^DLV^'as^^^^^ 
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used as an inftrumait against his sex. The very ease vnA 
which she swayed him, with which she could foresee her 
victory, unnerved her a little. When she answered his 
hesitating question as to how much she needed to live, she 
had to force herself to lie, to trade on his enslavement by 
asking him for two thousand a year. She dared to name 
the figure, for "Whitaker" told her that the only son of 
an intestate takes two-thirds of the estate; the book had 
also put her on the track of the registration of joint^stock 
companies. A visit to Somerset House enabled her to 
discover that some three himdred thousand shares of Holt's 
Cement Works, Ltd., stood in the name of John Holt; as 
they were quoted in the paper something above par he 
could hardly be worth less than fifteen thousand a year. 

She had expected to have to explain her needs, to have 
to exaggerate her rent, the cost of her clothes, but Holt 
did not say a word beyond ''all right." She had told him 
it hurt her to take money from him; and that, so as to 
avoid the subject, she would like him to tell his bankers 
to pay the monthly instalments into her account. He had 
agreed and then talked of their trip to the South. Clearly 
the whole matter was repugnant to him. As neither 
wanted to talk about it the subject was soon almost for- 
gotten. 

They left England early in December after shutting up 
the house. Victoria did not care to leave it in charge of 
Laura, so decided to give her a three-months' holiday on 
full pay; Augusta accompanied them. The sandy-haired 
German was delighted with the diange in the forttmes of 
her mistress. She felt that Holt must be very rich, and 
doubted not that her dowry would derive some benefit 
from him. Snoo and Poo were left in Laura's charge. 
Victoria paid a quarter's rent in advance, also the rates; 
insured against burglary, and left England as it settled 
into the winter night. 

The next three months were probably the most steadQy 

happy she had ever known. They had taken a small house 

knovm as the Villa Mehari ]ust outdde Algiers. A Frendi 

cook and a taciturn Kabyl co^KJ^«J^ftA ^iJasax ^^uai^\^5ssMaA.. 

The villa was a curious comptoxmafc \ifc\N«^«DL "^a^ «b.^ 
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West Its architect had turned out similar ones in scores 
at Argaiteuil and Saint Cloud, saving the minaret and the 
deep verandah vAiich faced ^e balmy west. From the 
precipitous little garden where orange and lime trees bent 
beneath their fruit among the underbrush of aloes and 
cactus, they could see, far away, the estranging sea. 

The Kabyl had slung a hammock for Victoria between 
a gate-post and a gigantic dump of palm trees. There 
she passed most of her days, lazily swinging in the breeze 
which tiunbled her black hair; while Jack, lying at her 
feet in the cri^ rough grass, looked long at her sun- 
wanned beauty. Tlie days seemed to fly, for they were 
hardly conscious of the recurrence of life. It was sunrise, 
when it was good to go into the garden and see the blue 
green night blush softly into salmon pink, then burst sud- 
denly into tropical radiance: then, vague occupations, a 
short walk over stony paths to a caf £ where the East and 
West met; unexpected food; sleep in the heat of the day 
imder the nets beyond whidi the crowding flies buzzed; 
then the waning of the day, the heat settling more leaden; 
sunset, the cold snapping suddenly, the night wind car- 
rying little puffs of dust, and the muezzin, hands aloft, 
droning, his face towards the East, praises of his God. 

Holt was totally happy. He felt he had reached Capua, 
and not even a thought of his past life could disturb him. 
He asked for nothing now but to live without a thou^t, 
eating juicy fruit, smoking for an hour the subtle narghile ; 
he loved to bask in the radiance of the African sun of 
Victoria's beauty, which seemed to expand, to enwrap him 
in perfume like a heavy narcotic dose. In the early days 
he tried to work, to attune himself to the pageant of sim- 
lit life. His will refused to act, and he foimd he could 
not write a line; even rhymes refused to come to him. 
Without an effort almost he resigned himself into the soft 
hands of &e East. He even exaggerated his acceptance 
by clothing himself in a burnous and turban, by trying to 
introduce Algerian food, couscous, roast kid, date jam, 
pomegranate jelly. At times they would ^o iELtj;^ ^L54^e«.> 
shop in the Rue Bab-Azouxn, ox seai^ Vst ^^ N3?afc^a^ 
in what the French called iJcie \A^ Xowi- ^^a^ ^^«^" 
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not the East; and tbey quickly returned to the Villa Me- 
hari, stupefied by the roar of the trams, the cries of the 
water and chestnut vendors, all their senses offended by 
the caf 6s on the wharf where saflors from every land drank 
vodka, arrack, pale ale, among zouaves and chasseurs 
d'Afrique. 

Sometimes Holt would go into Algiers by himself and 
remain away all day. Victoria stayed at the villa careless 
of fi}dng time, desultorily reading Heine or sitting in the 
garden where she could play with the golden and green 
beetles. Her solitude was complete, for Holt had avoided 
the British consul and, of course, knew none of the 
Frendimen. She watdied the current of her life flow 
away, content to know that all the while her little fortune 
was increasing. England was so far as to seem in another 
world. Christmas was gone; and ^e link of a ten-pound 
note to Betty, to help to furnish the house at Shepherd's 
Bush, had faded away. When she was alone, those days, 
she could not throw her mind back to the ugly, brutish 
past, so potently was the influence of the East growing 
upon her being. Then in the cool of the evening Jack 
would return, gay, and anxious to see her, to throw his 
arms roimd her and hold her to him again. Those were 
the days when he brought her some precious offering, 
aquamarines set in hand-wrought gold, or chaplets of 
strung pearls. 

"Jack," she said to him one day as he lay in the grass 
at her feet, "do you then love me very much?" 

"Very much." He took her hand and, raising himself 
upon his elbow, gravely kissed it. 

"Why?" 

"Because you're all the poetry of the world. Because 
you make me dream dreams, my Aspa^" 

She gently stroked his dark hair. 

"And to think that you are one of the enemy. Jack!" 

"One of the enemy? What do you mean?" 

"Man is woman's enemy. Jack. Our relation is a war 

^^IVs not true." Jack flu^ed\ iSae Vdeab ^w^a t^q^sn^. 
*'It is true. Man donunates 'W3RMai\s^ \sstcfc,V| xaaar 
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made law; he restricts her occupations; he limits her 
chances; he judges of her attire; he denies her the right 
to be ugly, to be old, to be coarse, to be vidous." 

"But you wouldn't " 

*Td have everything the same, Jack." 

Holt diou^t for a moment. 

"Yes, I suppose we do keep them down. But Ae^re 
different. You see, men are men and— — " 

"I know the rest. But never mind. Jack dear, you're 
not like the others. YouTl never be a conqueror." 

Then she muzzled him with her hand, and, kissing its 
scooted palm, he thought no more of the stem game in 
which they were the shuttlecocks. 

Tbe spring was touching Eiuope with its wmgs; and 
here already the summer was bursting the seed pods, the 
sap breaking impatiently throu^ the branches. All the 
wet warmth of the brief African bloommg ran riot in 
thickening leaf. The objective of Jack's life, influenced 
as he was by the air, was Victoria and the ever more con- 
suming love he bore her; the minutes only cotinted when 
he was by her side, watching her every movement, in- 
haling, touching her. All her energies seemed to have been 
driven into this narrow diannd. He was ready to move 
or to remain as Victoria might direct; he spoke Uttle, he 
basked. Thus he agreed to extending their stay for a 
month; he agreed to shorten it by a fortnight when Vic- 
toria, suddenly realising that her life force was wasting 
away in this enervating atmosphere, decided to go home. 

Victoria's progress to London was like the mardi of a 
conqueror. She stopped in Paris to renew her clothes. 
Tliere Jack knew hours of waiting in the hired victoria 
while his queen was trying on frocks. He showed such 
a childish joy in it all that she indulged her fancy, her 
every whim; dresses, wraps, lace veils, furs, hats massive 
with ostrich feathers, aigrettes, delicate kid boots, gilt 
shoes, amassed in their suite. Jack egged her on; he 
rioted, too. Often he woidd stop the victoria and rush 
into a shop if he saw something he liked in the windov?^ 
and in a few minutes return mliii \V «si\«^ ^^ckssv^sss^ 
praise. Hedidnot seemi tx>\inAeTS\aaAox^ax^\^^^av^^ 
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to have any wants except cigarettes. He followed, and in 
bis beautiful dog-like eyes devotion daily grew. 

They entered London on a bustling April day. A 
biting east wind carried raindrops and sunshine. As k 
stung her face and whipped her blood, Victoria found the 
old fierce soul reincarnating itself in her. She opened 
her mouth to take in the cold English air, to bend hersdf 
for the finishing of her task. 

CHAPTER XVn 

It was in London that the real battle began. In Alters 
the scented winds made hideous and imnatural all 
thoughts of gain. On arriving in London Victoria ascer- 
tained with a thrill of pleasure that her bank had received 
a thousand pounds since October. After disposing of a 
few small debts and renewing some trifles in the house, 
she found herself a capitalist: she had about fifteen him- 
dred pounds of her own. Tlie money was lying at the 
bank and it only struck her then that the time had ccnne 
to invest it. Her interview with the manager of her 
branch was a delightful es^rience; she was almost burst- 
ing with importance, and his courteous appreciation of his 
increasingly wealthy client was something more than balm. 
It was a foretaste of the power of money. She had kilown 
poor men respected, but not poor women; now the bank 
manager was giving her respectful attention because she 
bad fifteen hundred pounds. 

'^You might buy some industrials," he said. 

"Industrials? What are they?" 

"Oh, all sorts of things. Cotton mills, iron works, trad- 
ing companies, anything." 

"Cement works?" she asked with a ^>ark of devilry. 

"Yes, cement works, too," said the manager without 
moving a muscle. 

"But do you call them safe?" she asked, returning to 
business. 

"CA, fairly. Of course, there are bad years and good. 
-But the debentures su^t mosAy a3\ n!^\. «sA ^«cfife ^ ^e 
puds.'' 
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Victoria thought for a moment. Reminiscences of po- 
litical economy told her that there were booms and slumps. 

"Has trade been good lately?" she asked suddenly. 

"No, not for the last two years or so. It's picking up 
though. . . ." 

"Ah, flien we're in for a cycle of good trade. I think 
111 have some industrials. You mi^t pick me out ibe 
best." 

The manager seemed a little surprised at this knowl- 
edge of commercial crises, but said notiiing more, and 
made out a list of securities averaging six per cent net. 

"And please buy me a hundred P.R.R. shares," added 
Victoria. 

She could have laughed at the manager's stony face 
because he did not see the humour of this. He merely 
said tiiat he would forward the orders to a stockbroker. 

Victoria felt that she had put her hand to die plou^. 
Stie was scoring so heavily that she never now wished to 
turn back. Holt was every day growing more dreamy, 
more absorbed in his thoughts. He never seemed to 
quicken into action except when his companion toudied 
him. He grew more silent, too; the hobbledehoy was 
gone. He was at his worst when he had received a letter 
bearing the Rawsley postmark. Victoria knew of these, 
for Holt's need of her grew greater every day; he was now 
living at Elm Tree Place. He hardly left the house. He 
got up late and passed the morning in the boudoir, smok- 
ing cigarettes, desultorily reading and nur^g the Peking- 
ese which he now liked better. But on the days when he 
got letters from Rawsley, letters so bulky that they were 
sometimes insufficiently stamped, he would go out early 
and only return at ni^t. Then, however, he returned as 
if he had been running, full of some nameless fear; he 
would strain Victoria to him and hold her very dose, bury- 
ing his face below the bedclothes as if he were afraid. On 
one of those days Victoria accidentally saw him come out 
of a small dissenting chapei n«ar by. He did not see her, 
for he was walking away like a man possessed; ^e. ^s&S^ 
nothing ot this, but undeis\x>cA \teL"^^\X«t^\sscra^ 
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inkHng that the fig^t against the Rawsl^ tradkian was 
still going on. 

She did not, however, allow faersdf to be moved by hb 
strug^e. It bdioved her to hold him, for he was hor last 
chance and the world looked ro^ romid her. As the 
^ring turned into smmner he became more uttaiy hers. 

^'You distil poison for me," he said one day as &ey sat 
by the rose-hung pergola. 

"No, Jack, don't say that, it's the elixir of life." 

"The eUidi of life. Perhaps, but poison, too. To make 
me live is to make me die, Victoria; we are both ^cken- 
ing for death and to hasten the current of life is to hasten 
our doom." 

"Live quickly," she whiq)ered, bending towards him; 
"did you live at all a year ago?" 

"No, no." His arms were round her and his lips insist- 
ent on hers. He frightened her a little, though. She 
would have to take him away. She had sdready confided 
this new trouble to Betty when the latter came to see her 
in April, but Betty, beyond suggesting cricket, had beai 
too full of her own affairs, -^parently these were not 
going very well. Anderson & Dromo's had not granted 
the rise, and the marriage had been postponed. Mean- 
while, she was still at the P.R.R., and very, very happy. 
Betty too, her baby, her other baby, frightened Victoria 
a little. She was so rosy, so pretty now, and there was 
something defiant and excited about her that might pres- 
age disease. But Betty had not come near her for the 
last two months. 

About the middle of June she took Jack away to 
Broadstairs. He was willing to go or stay, just as she 
liked. He seemed so neutral that Victoria experimented 
upon him by presenting him with a sheaf of unpaid bills. 
He looked at them languidly and said he supposed they 
must be paid, asked her to add them up and wrote a 
cheque for the full amount. Apparently he had forgotten 
all about the allowance, or di3 not care. 

Broadstairs seemed to do ItiVm gpod. Esoe^t at the week 
end the Hotd Sylvester was AmosX. ecM^t^. Tbr ^ea. 
breeze blew stiMy ftom the north ot iSfci^ easx. IBm* ^^wix 
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increased and once more he began to talk. Victoria en- 
couraged him to take l<Hig walks alone along the front 
She had some occupation, for two little girls who were 
there in charge of a Swiss governess had adopted the 
lovdy lady as thdr aunt. A new sweetness had come into 
her Ufe, ^rill voices, the clinging of little hands. Some- 
times these four would walk together, and Holt would run 
with the children, tumbling in the sand in sheer merri- 
ment 

<<You seem all right again. Jack," said Victoria on the 
tenth morning. 

"Rightl Rather, by Jove, it's good to live, Vicky." 

"You were a bit off colour, you know." 

"I suppose I was. But now, I feel nothing can hold 
me. I wrote a rondeau this morning on the pier. Want 
to see it?" 

"Of course, silly boy. Aren't you going to be the next 
great poet?" 

She read the rondeau, scrawled in pencil on tibe back 
of a bill. It was delicate, a little colourless. 

"Lovely," she said, "of course youll send it to flie 
Westminster." 

"Perhaps . . . huUoa, there are the kiddies." He ran 
off down the steps from the front. A minute after Vic- 
toria saw him helping the elder girl to bury her little sbter 
in the sand. 

Victoria felt much reassured. He was normal again, the 
half-wistful, half-irresponsible boy she had once known. 
He slept well, laughed, and his crying need for her seemed 
to have abated. At the end of the fortnight Victoria was 
debating whether she should take him home. She was in 
the hotd garden talking to the smaller girl, telling her a 
wonderful story about the fairy who lived in the telephone 
and said ping-pong when the line was engaged. The little 
girl sat upon her knee; when she laughed Victoria's heart 
bounded. The elder girl came through the gate leading 
a good-looking young woman in white by the hand. 

"Oh, mummie, here's aimtie," cried die child^ drai^ssai% 
her mother up to Victoria. The two '^ocMsa. \;i^t«^ '^ 
one another. 
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Street, even the theatre and its most inane successes, were 
for her a weariness to the fle^. 

'I've had enough," she said to Jack one day. "I'm sick 
of it all. I've got congestion of the appreciative sense. 
One day I shall diuck it all up, go and live in the country, 
have big dogs and a saddle horse, dress in tweeds and read 
the local agricultiu'al rag." 

''Give up smoking, go to church, and play tennis with 
the curate, the doctor and the squire's flapper," added 
Holt "But Vicky, why not go now?" 

"No, oh, no, I can't do that." She was frightened by 
her own suggestion. "I must drain the cup of pleasiu'e so 
as to be sure that it's all pain; then I'll retire and drain 
the cup of resignation . . . imless, as I sometimes think, 
it's empty." 

Jack had said nothing to this. Her wildness surprised 
and shocked him. She was so savage and yet so sweet. 

Victoria realised that she must hold fast to the town, 
for there alone could she succeed. In the peace of the 
country she would not have the opporttmities she had 
now. Jack was in her hands. She never hesitated to a^ 
for money, and Jack responded without a word. Her 
account grew by leaps and bounds. The cashier began 
to ask whether she wanted to see the manager when she 
called at the bank. She could see, some way off but 
clearly, the beacons on the coast of hope. 

All through Jack's moods she had suffered from the 
defection of Betty. On her return from Broadstairs she 
had written to her to come to Elm Tree Place, but had 
received no answer. This happened again in SqDtember; 
and fear took hold of her, for Betty had, ivy-like, twined 
herself very closely round Victoria's heart of oak. She 
went to Finsbury; but Betty had gone, leaving no address. 
She went to the P.R.R. also. The place had become 
ghostly, for the familiar faces had gone. The manageress 
was nowhere to be seen; nor was Nelly, probably by now 
a manageress herself. Betty was not there, and the girl 
who wonderingly served the beautiful lady with a tea-cakft. 
said that no girl of that name was eTn^o^edi ^ "^c^ ^^s^K. 
Then Victma saw hersdf dtdnf^m\2[ie dKXtt€to>j^x^ ^^^^ 
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past, between the two dear ghosts of Farweil and Betty. 
The customers had changed, or their faces had receded so 
that she knew them no more: they still played matador 
and fives and threes, chess, too. Alone the chains re- 
mained which the ghosts had rattled. Silently she went 
away, turning over that leaf of her life forever. Farwell 
was dead, and Betty gone — ^married probably — and in 
Shepherd's Bush, not daring to allow Victoria's foot to 
sully the threshold of "First Words of Love." 

Her conviction that Betty was false had a kind of tonic 
effect upon her. She was alone and herself again; she 
realised that the lonely being is the strcmg being. Now, 
at last, she could include the last woman ^e had known 
in the category of those who threw stones. And her de- 
termination to be free grew apace. 

She invented a reason every day to extract money from 
Holt. He, blindly desirous, careless of money, acceded to 
every fresh demand. Now it was a faked bill from Bar- 
bezan Soeurs for two hundred pounds, now the rent in 
arrear, a blue rates notice, an offhand request for a fiver 
to pay the servants, the vet's bill or the price of a cab. 
Holt drew and overdrew. If a suspicion ever entered his 
mind that he was being exploited, he dismissed it at once, 
telling himself that Victoria was rather extravagant For 
a time letters from Rawsley synchronised with her fresh 
demands, but repetition had didled their effects: now Holt 
postponed reading them; after a time she saw him throw 
one into the fire unread. Little by little they grew rarer. 
Hien they ceased. Hdt was eaten up by his passion, and 
Victoria's star rose high. 

All conspired to favour her fortune. Perhaps her acu- 
men had helped her, too, for she had seen correctly the 
coming boom. Trade rose by leaps and bounds; every day 
new shops seemed to open; the stalks of the Central Lcm- 
don RaUway could be seen belching clouds of smoke as 
they ground out electric power; the letter-box at Elm 
Tree Place was clogged with circulars denoting by the 
fury of tbdr competition that trade was flying as on a 
great wind. Other signs, too, ^rece tvo\. ^'iracL>asi<i;« ^Sc!i!^tdas&l 
^^treets of London wore blodiLed bv \otAfi& tpnosfiOQ^'^QEsi^sex 
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machinery y vegetables, stone; imtnense queues formed at 
the railway stations waiting for the excursion trains; 
above all, rose the sound of gold as it hissed and sizzled as 
if molten on the pavements, fk)wing into the pockets of 
merchants, bankers and shareholders. All the wcMnen at 
the Vesuvius indulged in new clothes. 

Victoria's investments were seized by the current She 
had not entirely followed the bank manager's advice. 
Seeing, feeling the movement, she had realised most of her 
debentures and turned them into shares. One of her 
ventures collapsed, but the remainder appreciated to an 
extraordinary extent At last, in the waning days of the 
year her middle-class prudence reasserted itself. She knew 
enough of political economy to be ready for the cra^; 
she realised. One cold morning in November ^e counted 
up her spoils. She had nearly five thousand poimds. 

Meanwhile, while her Uood was aglow. Holt sank fur- 
ther into ibe dullness of his senses. A mania was upon 
him. Wakmg, his thought was Victoria; and the cry for 
her rose everlasting from his racked body. She was all, 
she was everywhere; and the desire for her, for her beauty, 
her red lips, soaked into him like a philtre, narcotic and 
then fiery but ever present, intimate and exacting. He 
was her thing, her toy, the paltry instrument which re- 
sponded to her every touch. He rejoiced in his subjec- 
tion; he swam in his passion like a pilgrim in the Ganges 
to find brief oblivion; but again the thirst was on him, 
ravaging, ever demanding more. More, more, ever more, 
in &e watches of the night, when ice seizes the world to 
throttle it — ^among all, in turmoil and in peace — ^he tossed 
upon the passionate sea; with one thought, one hope. 

CHAPTER XVIII 

"I'm glad we're going away, Jack," said Victoria, lean- 
ing back in the cab and looking at him critically. "You 
look as if you wanted a change." 

"Perhaps I do," said Jack. 

Vktoria looked at him ag^. Tifc\iai^xi^\.^sKSfi^'^^^s^ 
4X^ to her, which was umisoaiX. TEtewecDft^^esssssD^^*^ 
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more delicate than ever, with his pale face and pink cheek- 
bones. His Mack hair shone as if moist; and his eyes were 
bigger than they had ever been, blue like silent pools and 
smrounded by a mauve zone. His mouth hung a little 
open. Yet, in spite of his weariness, he held her wrist ul 
both his hands, and she could fed his fingers searching 
for the opening in her glove. 

"You are becommg a responsibility," she said, smiling. 
"I shall have to be a mother to you." 

A faint smile came over his lips. 

"A mother? After all, why not? Phedra. . . ." His 
eyes fixed on the grey morning sky as he followed his 
thought. 

The horse was trotting sharply. The winter air seoned 
to rush into their bodies. Jack, well wrapped up as he 
was in a fur coat, shrank back against the warm roimd- 
ness of her shoulder. In an access of gentleness she put 
her free hand in his. 

"Dear boy," she said softly, bending over him. 

But there was no tenderness in Jack's blue eyes, ratha: 
lambent fire. At once his grasp on her hand tightened and 
his lips mutely formed into a request Casting a ^ance 
right and left she kissed him quickly on the mouth. 

Up on the roof their bags jolted and bunq)ed one an- 
other; milk carts were ratUing their empty cans as they 
letiuned from their round; far away a drum and file band 
played an add air. They were going to Ventnor in pur- 
suit of the blanketed sun; and Victoria rejoiced, as they 
passed through Piccadilly Circus where moisture settled 
black on the fountain, to think that for three days she 
would see the sun radiate, not loom as a red guinea. They 
passed over Waterloo Bridge at a foot pace; the enormous 
morning traffic was struggling in the neck of the bottle. 
Tlie pressure was increased because the road was up be- 
tween it and Waterloo Station. On her left, over the 
pan^, Victoria could see the immense desert of the 
Thames swathed in thin mist, whence emerged in places 
masts and where masdve barges loomed ^^assive like dere- 
Scts, She wondered for a mamoDl ^wteSosst >M2t V^JSsfi&oasL 
symbol, the old vagrant, st331 ^aX afl»s3MB% ««»sx %ifc 
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parapel at Westminster, watdiing rare puffs of smoke 
curling from fais pipe into the cold air. Tlie cab emerged 
from Sie crush, and to avoid it the cabman turned into the 
little black streets which line the wharf on the east side 
of the bridge, then doubled back towards Waterloo 
through Comwdl Road. There they met again the stream 
of drays and carts; the horse went at a foot pace, and 
Victoria gazed at the black rows of houses with the fear 
of a lost one. So imiformly ugly were these apartment 
houses, with their dirty curtams, their un^)eakable flower- 
pots in the parlour windows. Here and there cards an- 
nouncing 4hat they did pinking within; further, the board 
of a sweep; then a good comer house, the doctor's prob- 
ably, witii four steps and a brass knocker and a tall slim 
girl an her hands and knees washing tiie s)tq)s. 

The cab came to an abrupt stop. Some distance ahead 
a horse was down on the slippery road; shouts came from 
the crowd around it. Victoria idly watdied the girl, 
swinging her wet rag from right to left. Poor thing. 
Everything in her seemed to cry out against the torture 
of womaidiood. She was a pictiure of dumb resignation 
as she knelt with her back to the road. Victoria could see 
her long, thin arms, her hands red and rigid with cold, 
her broken-down shoes with the pimctured soles emerging 
from the ragged black petticoat. 

There was a little surge in the crowd. The girl got up, 
and with an adr of infinite weariness stretched her arms. 
Then she picked up the pail and bucket and turned to- 
wards the street. For tie space of a second the two 
women looked into one another's faces. Then Victoria 
gave a mufBed cry and jumped out of the cab. She seized 
with both hands the girl's bare arms. 

"Betty! Betty!" she faltered. 

A burning blu^ covered the girl's face and her features 
twitched. She made as if to turn away from the detaining 
hands. 

"Vicky, what are you doing . . . what does tins 
me£m?" came Jack's voice from &e cab. 

"Watt a mmutc, JacL B^Cty, taj ^oat XiS^^ ^^'^ 
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Why are you here? Why haven't you written to me?" 

'^Leave me alone/' said Betty hoarsdy. 

"I won't leave you alone. Betty, tell me, what's this? 
Are you married?" 

A look of pain came over the girl's face, but she said 
nothing. 

^^Look here, Betty, we can't talk here. Leave the 
bucket, come with me. Ill see it's all right." 

''Oh, I can't do that Oh, let me alone; it's too late." 

'1 don't understand you. It's never too late. Now just 
get into the cab and come with me." 

'1 can't. I miist give notice . . ." She looked about 
to weep. 

''Come alimg." Victoria increased the pressure on the 
girl's arms. Jack stood up in the cab. He seemed as 
frightened as he was surprised. 

"I say, Vicky . . ." he began. 

"Sit down. Jack, she's coming with u& You don't mind 
if we don't go to Ventnor?" 

Jack's eyes (^)ened in astonishment, but he made no re- 
ply. Victoria pulled Betty sharply dovm the steps. 

"Oh, let me get my tilings," she said weakly. 

"No. They'd stq> you. There, get in. Drive back 
to Elm Tree Place, cabman." 

Half an hour later, lying at full length on the boudoir 
sofa, Betty was slowly sifting some hot cocoa. Hope 
was a smile on her tear-stained face. Victoria was ana- 
lysing with horror the ravages that sorrow had wrought on 
her. She was pretty still, with her diina blue eyes and 
her hair like pale filigree gold; but the bones seemed to 
start from her red wrists, so thin had she become. Even 
the smile of ^diausted content on her lips did not redeem 
her emaciated cheeks. 

"Betty, my poor Betty," said Victoria, taking her hand. 
"What have they done to you?" 

The girl looked up at the cdling as if in a dream. 

"Tdl me all about it," her friend went on, "what has 
happened to you since AptU?" 

''Oh, his of things, lots ol i3d&si^ \N%\Aii ^VasA 
time.*' 
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''Yes, I see. But what happened actuaUy? Why did 
you leave the P.R.R.?" 

"I had to. you see, Edward . . ." The flush returned. 

"Yes?" 

"Oh, Vic, I've been a bad girl and I'm so, so unhappy." 
Betty seized her friend's hand to raise hersdf and buried 
her face on her breast. There Victoria let her sob, gently 
stroking the golden hair. She understood already, but 
Betty must not be questioned yet Little by little, Betty's 
weeping grew less violent and confidence burst from her 
pent up soul. 

"He didn't get a rise at Christmas, so he said we'd 
have to wait ... I couldn't bear it ... it wasn't his 
fault. I couldn't let him come down in the world, a 
gentleman ... he had only thirty diilUngs a wedc" 

"Yes, yes, poor little g^l." 

"We never meant to do wrong . . • when baby was 
coming he said he'd marry me ... I couldn't drag him 
down ... I ran away." 

"Betty, Betty, why didn't you write to me?" 

The girl looked at her. She was beautiful in bar 
reminiscence of sacrifice. 

"I vias a^amed ... I didn't dare ... I only wanted 
to go where they didn't know what I was. ... I was 
mad. The baby came too early and it died almost at 
once." 

"My poor little g^l." Victoria softly stroked the rou^ 
back of her hand. 

"Oh, I wasn't sorry ... it was a litfle girl . . . they 
don't want any more in the world. Besides, I didn't care 
for anything; I'd lost him . . . and my jc4>. I couldn't 
go bade. My landlady wrote me a character to go to 
Cornwall Road." 

"And there I found you." 

"I wonder what we are going to do for you," she went 
on. "Where is Edward now?" 

"Oh, I couldn't go back; I'm ashamed. . . ." 

"Nonsense, you haven't done anything wrongs* Hft^aa2L 
many you." 
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''He ivould have," said Bet^ a little coldy, '"bJs 
square." 

''Yes, I know. He didn't b^ you very hard, did he? 
However, never mind. I'm not going to let you go until 
I've made you haf^y. Now 111 tuck you up with a rug, 
and you're going to sleep before the fire." 

Betty lay l&p and unresisting in the ministering 
hands. The unwonted sensatiims of comfort, warmth and 
peace soothed her to slee[»ness. Besides, she felt as if 
she had wq>t every tear in her racked body. Socxi her 
features rekoed, and she sank into profound, almost death- 
like slumber. 

Victoria, meanwhile, told ha: story to Jack, vAo sat in 
the dining-room reading a novel and smoking cigarettes. 
He came out of his coma as Victoria unfolded the tale 
of Betty's iipbringing, her struggle to live, then love the 
meteor fladihig through her horizon. His dieeks flushed 
and his mouth quivered as Victoria painted for him the 
picture of the girl half distraught, bc^uing the burden of 
her shame, unable to reason or to foresee, to think of 
anything excq>t ibe saving of a gentleman from life on 
thirty bob a Yfeek. 

"Sometibing ought to be done," he said at length, dos- 
ing his book with novd vivadty. 

"Yes, but what?" 

"I don't know." His eyes questioned the wall; they 
grew vaguer and vaguer as his exdtement decreased, as a 
ship in docks sinks further and further on her side while 
the water ebbs away. 

"You think of something," he said at length, picking 
up his book again. "I don't care what it costs." 

Victoria left him and went for a walk through the misty 
streets seeking a solution. There were not many. Sie 
could not keep Betty with her, for she was pure thou^ 
betrayed; contact with the irregular would degrade her 
because habit would induce her to condone that which she 
morally condemned. It would spoil her and would ulti- 
matdy throw her into a life for which shie was not fitted 
because gentle and unspoiled. 
''No/' mused Vv dae ^wtiSwA, '*>SKJb xass^x 



A BED OF ROSES 307 

wameQ, she caxmot rule: a man must rule faer. She is a 
reed, not an oak. All must come from man, both good and 
evO. What man has done man must undo." 

By the time she returned to Elm Tree Place she had 
made up her mind. There was no hope for Betty except 
in marriage. She must have her own fireside; and, fnnn 
"fiAiaX she had said, her lover was no villain. He was 
weak, probably; and, while he strove to determine his 
line of conduct, events had slipped beyond his control. 
Perhaps, though, it was not fair to deliver Betty into his 
hands boimd and defenceless, bearing the bturden of their 
common imprudence. She was not fit to be free, but she 
should not be a slave. It might be well to be the slave 
of the strong, but not of the weak. 

Therefore, Victoria arrived at a definite solution. 9ie 
would see the young man; and, if it was not altogether 
out of the question, he should marry Betty. They ^uld 
have the Utile house at Shepherd's Bush, and Betty should 
be made a free woman with a fortune of- five himdred 
pounds in her own right, enough to place her for ever be- 
yond sheer want. It only struck Victoria later tiiat she 
need not, out of quixotic generosity, delete her own store, 
for l^olt would gladly give whatever sum she named. 

"Now, Betty," she said as the girl dramed the glass of 
claret which accompanied the piece of fowl that com- 
posed her lunch, "tell me yom: yoimg man's name and 
Anderson & Dromo's address. I'm going to see him." 

"Oh, no, no, don't do that." The look of fear returned 
to the blue eyes. 

"No use, Betty, I Ve dedded^ you're going to be happy. 
I shall see him to-day at six, bring him here to-morrow 
at half-past two, as it happens to be Saturday. You will 
be married about tiie thirtieth of this month." 

"Oh, Vic, don't make me think of it. I can't do it . . . 
it's no good now. Perhaps he's forgotten me, and it's 
better for him." 

"I don't think he's forgotten you," said Victoria. 
"Eell marry you this month, and youll eat t<^>a Ck^jc^- 
mas dinner at Shq)herd's Bia^. I^otf \. \ifc ^ -i ^^»sr--- 



3o8 A BED OF ROSES 

you're not going empty handed; you're going to have a 
dowry of five hundred pounds." 

^'Vic! I can't take it; it isn't right . . . you need all 
you've got . . . you're so good, but I don't want him to 
marry me if ... if . . ." 

"Oh, dcm't worry, I sha'n't teH him about the money 
until he says yes. Now, no thanks; you're my baby, be- 
sides, it's going to be a present from Mr. Holt. Silence," 
she repeated as Betty opened her mouth, "or rather give 
me his name and address and not another word." 

"Edward Smith, Salisbury House, but . . ." 

"Enough. Now, dear, don't get up." 

The events of diat Friday and Saturday formed in 
later days one of the sunbathed memories in Victoria's 
dreary Ufe. It was all so gentle, so full of sweetness and 
irresolute generosity. She remwnbered everything, the 
wait in the little dark room into which she was ushered 
by an amazed commissionaire who professed himself will- 
ing to break regulations for her sake and hand Mr. SmiA 
a note, the banging of her heart as she realised her re- 
sponsibility and resolved to break her word if necessary 
and to buy a husband for Betty rather than lose him, 
ihea the quick interview, die li^t tqpon the young man's 
face. 

"Where is she?" he asked excitedly. "Oh, why did she 
run away? You can't think what IVe been going 
through." 

"You diould have married her," said Victoria coldly, 
though she was moved by his ^ncerity. He was hand- 
some, this young man, with his bronzed face, dark eyes, 
regular features and long, dark hair. 

"Oh, I would have at once if I'd known. But I coiddn't 
make up my mind; only thirty bob a -week. . . ." 

"Yes, I know," said Victoria softly, "I used to be at the 

ir.JK.lx. 

"You?" The young man looked at her incredulously. 

"Yes, but never mind me. It's Betty I've come for. 
The baby is dead. I found her cleaning the steps of a 
bouse Dear Waterloo." 
"My God," said th^ v«ttna ™ml m Vy« \ftT«&. 1^^ 
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denched his hands together; one of his paper cuff pro- 
tectors fell to the floor. 

"Will you marry her now?" 

"Yes ... at once." 

"Gqod. Sh's had a hard time, Mr. Smith, and I don't 
say it's entirely your fault. Now it's all going to be put 
square. I'm going to see she has some money of her 
own, five hundred pounds. That will help, won't it?" 

"Oh, it's too good to be true. Why are you doing all 
this for us? You're . . ." 

"Please, please, no thanks. I'm Betty's friend. Let 
that be enough. Will you come and see her to-morrow 
at my house? Here's my card." 

On the last day of November these two were married 
at a registry office in the presence of Victoria and the 
registrar's derk. A new joy had settled upon Betty, 
whose shy prettmess was turning into beauty. Victoria's 
heart was heavy as she looked at the couple, both so 
young and rapt, setting out upon the sea with a cargo of 
glowing dreams. It was heavy still as the cab drove off 
carrying them away for a brief week-end, which was aH 
Anderson and Dromo would allow. 9ie tasted a new 
delight in this making of haiq>iness. 

Holt had not attended the ceremony, for he fdt too 
weak. His interest in the affair had been dim, for he 
looked upon it as one of Victoria's whims. He was ceas- 
ing to judge as he ceased to ai^redate, so much was his 
physiod weakness gaining upon him; all his faculty of 
action was concentrated in the desire which gnawed at his 
very being. Victoria reminded him of his promise, and, 
finding his cheque book for him, laid it on the table. 

"Five himdred yoimds," she said. "Better make it out 
to me. It's very good of you, Jade." 

"Yes, yes," he said didly, writing the date and the 
words "Mrs. Ferris." Then he stopped. Concentrating 
with an effort he wrote the word "five." 

"Five . . . five . . ." he murmured. Then he looked 
up at Victoria with something like vacuousness. 

A wild idea iSashed thxou|^ Yxet )atBxcL. ^Qdb xsks^ ^^^s^ 
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Otkf no, dreadful. Yet freedom, freedom. ... He could 
not understand . . . she must do it 

"Thousand," she prompted in a low voice. 

"Thousand poimds," went Jack's voice as he wrote obe- 
diently. Then, medianically, reciting the formula his 
father had tau^t him: "Five, comma, O, O, O, dash, O, 
dash, O. John Holt." 

Victoria put her hands down on the table to take the 
dieque he had just torn out. All her fingers were tremb- 
ling vnih the terrible excitement of a slave watching his 
fetters being struck off. As she took it up and looked at 
it, while the figures danced, Holt's eyes grew more in- 
sistent on her other hand. Slowly his fingers dosed over 
it, raised it to his lips. With his eyes dosed, breathing a 
little deeper, he covered her palm with lingering kisses. 

CHAPTER XIX 

The endowment of Betty was soon completed. Ad- 
vised by the bank manager to whom she confided some- 
thing of the yoimg couple's improvident tendendes, 
Victoria vested the money in a trust administered by an 
insurance company. The deed was so drafted that it 
could not be changed; the capital could not be toudied, 
except in the case of male offering who, after tiieir 
mother's death, would divide it on their respective twenty- 
fifth birthdays; as she distrusted her own sex and per- 
haps still more the stock from which the girls might spring, 
she boimd their proportion in perpetuity; failing offspring 
she provided that, following on his wife's decease Mr. Ed- 
ward Smith shoidd receive one-fifth of the capital, four- 
fifths reverting to herself. 

Victoria revelled somewhat in the technicalities of the 

deed; every dause she framed was a pleasure in itsdf ; 

she turned the "hereinbefores" and the "pre-decease as 

aforesaids" roimd in her mouth as if they were lusdous 

sweets. The pleasure of it was not that of Lady Boimti- 

ful showering blessings and feding the holy glow of char- 

Ity penetrate her being. Victona's ^\i's»i^s:>ioTL ^^^^s* \Mst^ 

vixeaisb; she, the ou&w, the outcasX, \iaA NRt^\«^ \\ssd^ 
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society enough money to indulge in the luxury of pro- 
moting a marriage, converting the illegal into the legal, 
creating respectability. The gains that society term in- 
famous were being turned towards the support of that 
society; still more, failing her infamous help, Betty and 
Edward Smith would not have achieved their coming to- 
gether with the approval of the law, their spiritual regen- 
eration and a house at Shepherd's Bush. 

She was now the mistress of a fortune of over ten 
thousand pounds, a good half of which was due to her 
final stratagem. The time had now come for her to retire 
to &e house in the country when she could resume her 
own name, piece together for the sake of the county her 
career since she left India for Alabama, and read the local 
agricultiural rag. Her plans were postponed, however, 
owing to Holt's state of health, which compelled her, out 
of sheer humanity, to take him to a simnier climate. She 
dismissed Algiers as being top far; she asked Holt where 
he would like to go to, but he merely replied "East Coast," 
which in December struck her as being absurd. Finally 
she decided to take him to Folkestone, as it was very near 
and he would doubtless like to sit with the dogs on the 
leas. 

Folkstone was bright and sunny. The sting in the 
glowii^g air brought fresh colotir to Victoria's dieeks, a 
deeper brilliancy to her grey eyes; she felt well; her back 
was straighter; when a lock of dark hair strayed into her 
mouth, driven by the high wind, it tasted salt on her lips. 
Sometimes she could have leaped, shouted, for life was 
rushing in upon her like a tide. Most days, however, she 
was quiet, for Holt was not affected by the sea. His list- 
lessness was now such that he hardly spoke. He would 
walk by her side vacuously, looking at his surroundings as 
if he did not see them. At times he stopped, concentrated 
with an effort and bought a bun from a hawker to break 
up for the dogs. 

Victoria noticed that he was slipping, with unimder- 
standing fear. The pbenomesioTi ^w^& \i^^5s^^ N^ks.. 
Tliougib the guests at the laolA sqsxqvsecAs^ V^^ n^Ssi. -^^ 
atoio^ere of admiration, Ho\\?s coTLe&.\xoTL\^^e^ ^ 
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aq>y all hex thou^ts. He was thin now to die point of 
showing bone under his coat, pale and hectic, generally 
listless, sometimes wild-eyed. He never read, played no 
games, talked to nobody. Indeed nothing remained of 
hun save the half physical, half emotional power of his 
passion. Victoria odled in a doctor, but found him vague 
and shy; beyond cutting (town Holt's cigarettes he pre- 
scribed nothkig. 

\^ctoria resigned herself to the role of a nurse. At the 
b^inning of January she noticed that Holt was using a 
stick to TOlk. The sight fiQed her with dread. She watch- 
ed him on Che leas, walking slowly, resting the wei^ of 
his body on the staff, stc^^xng now and dien to look at 
the sea. or worse, at a blank walL A terrible impression 
of weakness onanated from him. He was going down 
the hill. One morning in the middle of January, Holt did 
not get i^. When questioned he hardly answered. She 
dres^ feverishly without his moving, and went out to 
find a doctor hersdf , for she was unconsciously afraid of 
the servants' eyes. When she returned with the doctor 
Hdt had not moved; his head was thrown back, his moodi 
a little open, his face more waxen than usuaL 

**Otiy oh. . . ." \nctoria nearly screamed, when Holt 
opened his eyes. The doctor threw back the beddotfaes 
and examined his patient As Victoria watched him in- 
specting Hdt's mouth, the inside of his eyeli(b, then his 
&iger nails, a terror came upon her at these strange rite& 
She went to the window and lodced out over the sea; it 
was chopi^, gir^ and foamy like a liver in ^Mite. She 
strove to concentrate on her freedom, but she codd Ml 
tiie figure on the bed. 

''Got any sal volatile?" said the doctor's voice. 

"No, shaD I • . . ?»* 

''No, no time for that, he'^ bunting; get me some salts^ 
amononia, anytfamg.'' 

Victoria watched him forcing Holt to breathe die am- 

mania sbe used to dean iibbona. Holt opened his eyes, 

con^ncd, staQgi^\ tensiiii40fRi\&&tadCfc«laftinliaIed 

<&e acrid Abms. StOl \^ ffiA xmd^ sp«ik. "Y^oib ^nc^sst 

polled bim <mt o^ eed \na \e^ «s^ ^^^^^o^ ^^^^ 
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him sbaq)ly across the shin, just under the knee, with the 
side of his hand. Holt's leg hardly moved. The doctor 
hesitated for a moment, then pushed him back into the 
bed. 

"I . . . Mrs. .•.?** 

"Holt." 

"Well, Mrs. Holt, I'm afraid yotir husband is in a 
serious condition. Of course I don't say that with care- 
ful feeding, tonics, we can't get him roimd, but it'll be a 
long business, and . . . and . . . you see • • • How 
long have you been married?" 

"Over a year," said Victoria with an effort. 

"Ah. Well, Mrs. Holt, it will be part of the cure that 
you leave him for six months." 

Victoria gasped. Why? Why? Could it be ... ? 
The thougiht appalled her. Dimly she could hear the doc* 
tor talking. 

"His mother ... if he has one . . . to-day . . . 
phosphate of . . ." 

Then the doctor was gone. A tdegram had somehow 
been sent to Rawsley Cement Works. Then the long day, 
food produced on the initiative of the hotd servants, the 
room growmg darker, night. 

It was ten o'dock, and two women stood face to face 
by the bed. One was Victoria, beautiful like a marble 
statue, with raven black hair, pale lips. The other a 
short, stout figure with tight hair, a black bonnet, a red 
face stained with tears. 

"You've killed him," said the harsh voice. 

Victoria looked up at Mrs. Holt. 

"No, no." 

"My boy, my poor boy! " Mrs. Holt was on her knees 
by the side of the motionless figure. 

Victoria began to weep, silently at first, then noisily. 
Mrs. Hdt started at the soimd, then jumped to her feet 
with a cry of rage. 

"Stop tiiat crying," she commanded. "How dare you? 
How dare you?" 

Victoria went on crying, the sob^ cJbsMcDi^gjXNKt. 

''A murderess," Mrs. Holt vjejnl ^xi. ''X^^i^ \S3^«- ^«s^ 
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boy away; you corrupted him, ruined him, killed him. 
You're a vile thing; nobody should touch you, you • . •'' 

Victoria pulled herself together. 

"It's not my fault," she stumbled. "I didn't know." 

"Didn't know," sneered Mrs. Holt, "as if a woman of 
yoiu: class didn't know." 

"That's enough," snarled Victoria. "I've had enou^. 
Understand? I didn't want yotir son. He wanted me. 
That's all over. He bought me, and now you think the 
price too heavy. I've beai heaven to him who only knew 
misery. He's not to be pitied, unless it be because his 
mistress hands him over to his mother." 

"How dare you?" cried Mrs. Holt again, a break in her 
voice as she pitied her outraged motherhood. 

"It's you who've killed him; you, the family, Rawsley, 
Bethlehem, your moral laws, your religion. It's you who 
starved him, groimd him down until he lost all sense ot 
measure, desired nothing but love and life." 

"You killed him, though," said the mother. 

"Perhaps. I didn't want to. I was . . . fond of him. 
But how can I help it? And supposing I did? What of 
it? Yes, what of it? Who was your son but a man?" 

"My son?" 

"Your son. A distinction, not a title. Your son bears 
part of the responsibility of making me what I am. He 
came last, but he might have come first, and I tell you 
that the worker of the eleventh hour is guilty equally with 
the worker of the first. Your son was nothing and I noth* 
ing but pawns in the game, little figures which the so- 
ciety you're so proud of shifts and breaks. He bou^t my 
womanhood; he contributed to my degradation. What 
else but degradation did you offer me?" 

Mrs. Holt was weeping now. 

"I am a woman, and the world has no use for me. Your 

society tau^t me nothing. Or rather it taugjht me to 

dance, to speak a foreign language badly, to m^e mysdf 

an ornament, a pleasure to man. Then it threw me down 

fjnom my pedestal, knowing nothing, without a profes- 

s/on, a trade, a friend, or a penny. ^sA ^^xv. v<iw so- 

ci'ety waved before my eyes the ASVy-^WXa \iwsBKt ^\ 

tniritv. wbUe it fed r 'aled nve \\Yft ^ ^o^. ^^^^ 
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I gave it what it wanted, for there's only one thing it 
wants from a woman whom nothing has been taugjht but 
that which every woman knows, then it covered me with 
gifts. A curse on your society. A society of men, crush- 
ing, grinding down women, sweating their labour, starving 
their brains^ urging them on to Ibe surrender of what 
makes a woman worth while. Ah . • . ah. . . ." 

Breath failed her. Mrs. Holt was weepmg silently in 
her hands in utter abandonment. 

'I'm going," said Victoria hoarsely. She picked up a 
handkerdiief and dabbed her eyes. 

As she opened the door the figure moved on the bed, 
opened its eyes. Their last lingering look was for the 
woman at the door. 

CHAPTER XX 

The squire of Cumberlei^ was not sorry that "The 
Retreat" had found a teasnt at last. The house belonged 
to him, and he might have let it many times over; but 
so conservative and aristocratic was his disposition that 
he preferred to sacrifice his rent rather than have anyone 
who was undesirable in the neighbourhood. Yet, in case 
of the lady who had now occupied the house for some 
three weeks, thou^ the strictest enquiries had been made 
c(»iceming her, both in Cimiberlei^ and the surroimding 
district, nothing coilld be ascertained beyond tbe scanty 
facts that she was a widow, well-to-do and had been 
abroad a good deal. The squire had seen her on two 
separate occasions himself and could not but admit that 
she was far from unprepossessing; she was obvioudy a 
lady, well-bred and educated, and, if her frock and hat 
had been a trifie smarter than those usually seen ki a 
coimtry village, she had owned up to having recently been 
to Paris to replenish her wardrobe. It was curious, when 
he came to reflect upon it, how little she had told him 
about herself, and yet, what was more curious, she had no 
sooner left him after the second visit tivaxv\\ft.\Na!^\«acS&s^ 
himself to his solicitor to get \i\m to TcsaS^fc qv5\. ^0«i^« 
She bad received and signed \t liie loXVo^jraL^ e^.^ , ^^^'^^^^ 
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hersdf remarkably business-like, but not ungenerous when 
it came to the buying of the fixtures and to tbe vexed 
question of outdoor and indoor repairs. 

As the squire climbed the hill that gave upon the vil- 
lage from the marshes, one cold March evening, he did not 
regret his decision; for, standing in front of "The Re- 
treat," he felt bound to admit that there was something 
cheering and enlivening in the fact that foiu: front win- 
dows now flaunted red curtains and hoUand blinds, where 
they had been so dark and forbidding. In the lower one 
on the left, where the lamps had not yet been lighted or 
the blinds drawn down, m the light of the dancing fire, 
he could see distinctly a woman's workbox on a small in- 
laid table, a volume of songs on the cottage piano, and, at 
the back of the room, a hint of china tea cups, glistening 
silver and white napery. Presently a trim maid came out 
to bolt the front door, followed by two snuffling yellow 
dogs who took &e air for a few moments in tempestuous 
spirits, biting each other about the neck and ears, and 
rushing roimd in giddy circles on the tiny grass plot untO, 
in re^Mxise to a call from the maid, they returned with 
her to the house. They were foreigners, evidently, these 
dogs! The squire could not remember the name of the 
breed, but he thought he had seen one of the kind before 
in London. He was not quite sure he approved of fordgn 
dogs; they were not so sporting or reliable as those of the 
English breeds; still, these were handsome fellows, well 
kept and (from the green ribbons that adorned their 
fluffy necks) evidently made much of. He was still look- 
ing after the dogs when he was joined by the curate com- 
ing out of the blacksmith's cottage oi^site and stoi^)ing 
to light a matdi in the shelter of the high wall of "The 
Retreat" 

"First pipe I have had to-day," said the new-comer as 
he puffed at it luxuriously. "It's more than you can say, 
sqmre, I'll be bound." 

^'l^wmty'Srsty that's more like it," said the squire with 
a laugfi. ^'How is Mrs. Johnson?" This in allusicm to 
the curate's call at the smithy. 
'"Dying. Won't last the uifSol cwX, 1 «cSaJ^ "Sti^ ^^ 
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quite unconscious. Still I am glad I went Johnson and 
his dau^ters seemed to like to have me tbere, thou^, of 
course, there was nothing for me to do." 

^'Quite so, quite so/' said the squire approvingly, for 
the village was so small that he took a paternal interest 
in all its mhabitants. ^'Any more news?" 

"Mrs. Golightly has had twins, and yoimg Shaw has en- 
listed. That's about all, I think. Oh, by the by, I paid 
a call here to-day." And he mdicated "The Retreat." 
"It seemed about time, you know, and one mustn't neglect 
the new-comers." 

"Of course not," the squire assented with conviction. 
"Was she . . . did she in any way indicate that she was 
pleased to see you?" 

"She was very gracious, but she seemed to take my 
call quite as a matter of course. A nice woman I should 
think, thougih a little reserved. However, she is going 
to rent one seat in church if not more, and said I might 
put her name down for one or two little things I am in- 
terested in at present." 

"In fact you made hay while the sim shone. Well, 
after all, why not? She didn't tell you anything about 
herself, I suppose, or her connections?" 

"No, she never mentioned them. I imderstood or she 
implied she had been abroad a good deal and that her 
husband had died some years ago. Still I really don't 
think we need worry about her; the whole thing, if I may 
say so, was so obviously all right, the house I mean and 
all its appointments. She is a quiet woman, a little ^y 
and retiring perhaps, belongs to Uie old-fashioned school." 

"Well, At is none the worse for that," said the squire 
with a grunt. "We don't meet many of that kind nowa- 
days. Even the farmers' daughters are quite ready to 
set you right whenever they get a chance. This modem 
education is a curse, I have said so from the beginning. 
Still ticiey haven't robbed us of oiu: Church schools yet, if 
that is any consolation. Coming back to dine with me 
to-ni^t, SeatonF" 

The yowig man shook Ms YieaA. ^'Ncrj ^ttj ^ 'sn^js^ 
it's quite impossible to-iug^t- 1\. V& ^r^^^ ^"^^ ^^=^ 
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practice^ yoa know, and there is a lantcm \tct9a^ in the 
misskm balL I oo^t to be there already, iid^uig GrifiBn 
with the slides." 

"AD ri^ty Sunday evening then, at the nsoal time,'' 
said the squire cordially as tl^ curate left him, and, as he 
looked after him, he criticised him as a tnisy fdlow, not 
Hkdy to set the Thames on fire pediaps, but essfnriaHy 
the ri^t man in the right place. 

His own progress was a good deal slower; not that he 
found the hUl too steq>, for, in spite of his fifty years, he 
was perfectly sound of wind and limb, as was diown by 
his athletic movements, the fresh healthy colour on his 
cheeks, and the dear blue of his eyes, but rather because 
he seemed loth to tear himself away from "The Retreat" 
and his new tenant Even when he had reached the little 
post-office that crowned the sunmiit, he did not turn off 
towards his own place till he had spent another five min- 
utes contemplating the stack of chimney-pots sending out 
thick puffs of white smoke into the quiet evening sky, and 
listening attentively to the cheerful sound of a tmlrling 
piano, blended with the gentle lowing of cattle <m the 
marsh bdow. After all, he told himself, he was very g^ad 
Seaton had called, for apart from his duty as a dargyman 
it was only a kind and nd^boiurly thing to do. 

It was a pity that there were not more of his kind in the 
neighbourhood, for in ^ite of his own prefeTcnce for the 
country, he could imagine that a woman coming to it fresh 
from London at such a season mi^t find it dull and a 
little depressing. He wondered if Mrs. Mexmes, of Hither 
Hall, would call if he asked her to do so. Of course she 
would in a minute if he put it on personal groimds, but 
that was not the point. All he wished was to be kind and 
hospitable to a stranger; and Mrs. Moizies, much as he 
respected and admired her, had never been known to err 
on the side of tolerance, nor did one meet in her drawing- 
room anyone whose pedigree would not bear a thorough 
investigation. Yes, diere was no doubt about it, though 
the laws that governed social intercourse were on £e 
nriole excellent and had to be kept, VSaet^ ^«fc \«3l^^ %& 
everywhere else in life, exceptions \o VScve tvi^fc, ^y^^^^^Tsi^ 
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iphen anyone of a kindly disposition must fed tempted to 
br^k them. And Mrs. M^ides was certainly a litfle stiff: 
witness her behaviour in the case of Captain Clinton's 
widow and the fuss she had made because the imfortunate 
lady had forgotten to tdl her of her relationship to the 
EgUnton Clintons and had only vouchsafed the fact that 
her fatfier's people had been in trade. Why, it had taken 
weeks if not months to dear the matter up; and it had 
been very awkward for everybody, the Eglinton Clintons 
induded, when the truth had transpired. No, on second 
thoughts he would not ask Mrs. Menzies to odl; he would 
far rather make the first venture himsdf than risk a snub 
for this lonely, defenceless stranger. 

He turned into the gates of Redland Hall with a half- 
formed intention of doing so immediately. He dined alone 
as usual; it was very rare that the dining-room of Red- 
land Hall extended its hospitality to anybody nowada}^; 
for the square, Uke most men over forty, had lost the habit 
of entertaining and did not know how to recover it. A 
bachelor friend sp)ent a night with him from time to time; 
the curate supped with him every Simday; and his sister 
came for a week or two during the summer, when ^e in- 
variably told him that the house was too uncomfortable 
to live on, and he ought to have it thoroughly done up and 
modernised. He invariably promised to set about it im- 
mediatdy, with the full intention of doing so; but his 
resolution began to weaken the day on which he saw her 
off at the station, and degenerated steadily for the re- 
mainder of the year. That night, however, for the first 
time for many months he made a voyage of discovery into 
his own drawing-room. Yes, there was no doubt about it, 
Selina was quite right in calling it draughty and uncom- 
fortable; the gilt French furniture was shabby and tar- 
nished, the Aubusson carpet worn, the wall paper faded, 
the whole room desolate in its suggestion of past glory. 
He crossed over to the oiormous grand piano, opened it 
and struck a yellow key gently with one finger. Was he 
wrong, he wondered, in thinldng its tone was lamentably 
thin and poor? A rat scampeie^ ^ixdi 'sc^'KsSisje^ \sv ^^ssr. 
wainscoting, the windows ratted Va ^€a Xowsfc ^sa^s^sar^^ 
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shut the piano abruptly and left the room. It would cost 
a good deal to have it thorou^y done up, of course; but 
that was not the point. Who would superintoid the deco- 
rations? He did not trust his own taste and had no faith 
in that of any upholsterer. Selina would come and help 
hun if he asked her, though she would think it strange, 
for she had paid her annual visit in August, and it was 
now only March; besides, if she brou^t her ddicate little 
girls with her at such a time the whole house would be 
upset in arranging for thdr comfort. Still, Selina or no, 
he had quite made up his mind to have the room done up 
and to buy a new piano immediately; it was ndiculous to 
harboiu: an instrument which was merdy a nesting place 
for mice. He returned to the dining-room, poured him- 
^f out a stiff whiskey and soda, and dozed over his 
Spectator for the rest of the evoiing. Yet, next morning, 
even in the unromantic li^t of day, he was surprised to 
find that his plan of doing up the drawing-room still held 
good. 

He had intended to ride into Wetherton that day to try 
bis new mare across coimtry, for the gates were hi^ in 
that direction and good enough to test her powers as a 
junq)er. A glance at the glistening frost on the grass soon 
sufficed, however, to tell Um that his scheme co^d not be 
carried out; nor was he sorry until, having ^>ent the morn- 
ing on his farms and in^^ected everything and everybody 
at his leisure, it occurred to him with a de^)erate sense of 
conviction that there was still &e afternoon to be filled in 
somehow. About three he set off in the direction of the 
village, looked in at the chiurch and had a brief colloquy 
with Seaton regarding the new pews which were being put 
up, interviewed the postmaster, condoled with the black- 
smith upon the death of his wife, and even ventured down 
as far as the manii to see if the new carrier who had taken 
the place of old Dick Tomlinson was likely to fulfil his 
duties properly. About four o'dock he found himsdf 
once more opposite ''The Retreat." It was on the main 
road certainly, but it was only recently that he had be- 
came aware of its importance m tkv^\axi4fix:^ CkL<& could 
oot get to the manb or come Yiaick tcosoiW. m^oM\.\)A^s&^ 
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it The "windows looked as trim as ever — trimmer per- 
haps, for shori muslin curtains interspaced -with embroid- 
ery seemed to have sprung up in the night. They were 
very decorative in their way; at the same time they quite 
shut out all prospect of the interior, and there was no 
workbox, piano, or suggestion of tea tilings to be seen 
to-day. The foreign dogs were snufflmg in the garden as 
he passed the second time, and one of them nosed its way 
through the iron gate and ventured a few yards down the 
road, but just as the squire had made up his mind it was 
his duty to take it back, it returned of its own accord. 
He watched the trim maid come out and call them as she 
had done the day before, and saw. them rush after her, 
frolicking round her skirt. 

Suddenly he crossed the road, looked up and down ta 
make sure there was no acquaintance within sight, opened 
the iron gate of "The Retreat," and passed up the gravel 
pathway into the porch. 

''Mrs. Fulton is at home," said the trim maid donurely,, 
in answer to his question. 
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KIPLINO, R17DYARD (1865- ) 
^ Soldiers Three (3) 
T^ATZKO. ANDREAS (1876- ^ 
Men in War (88) 
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LAWRENCE, D. H. (1887- ) 

Sons and Lovert (109) Introduction by JOHN MACY 
LOTI, PIERRE (1850-1923) 

Madame Chrysanth^me (94) 
MACY, JOHN (1877- ) 

The Spirit of American Literature (56) 
MAETERLINCK, MAURICE (1862- ) 

A Miracle of St. Anthony, Pdleas and Melisande, The 
Death of Tintagiles, Alladine and Palomides, Interior* 
The Intruder (iz) 
DeMAUPASSANT, GUY (1850-1893) 

Love and Other Stories (72) Edited and translated with 
an Introduction by MICHAEL MONAHAN 

Mademoiselle Fifi and Twelve Other Stories (8) 

Une Vie (57) Introduction by HENRY JAMES 
MEREDITH, GEORGE (1828-1909) 

Diana of the Crosswa3rB (24) 

Introduction by ARTHUR SYMONS 
MOLIERE Gean Baptiste Poquelin) (1622-1673) 

Plays (78) Introduction by WALDO FRANK 
MOORE, GEORGE (1853- ) 

Confessions of a Young Man (z6) 

Introduction by FLOYD DELL 

MORRISON, ARTHUR (1863- > 
Tales of Mean Streets (zoo) 
Introduction by H. L. MENCKEN 

NIETZSCHE, FRIEDRICH (1844-1900) 

Thus Spake Zarathustra (9) 

Introduction by FRAU FOERSTER-NIETZSCHE 

Beyond Good and Evil (20) 

Introduction by WILLARD HUNTINGTON WRIGHT 

Genealogy of Morals (62) 
O'NEILL, EUGENE (1888- ) 

The Moon of the Caribbees and Six Other Pla3rB of the 
Sea (III) Introduction by GEORGE JEAN NATHAN 
OUIDA (1839-1908) 

In a Winter City (24) 

Introduction by CARL VAN VECHTEN 
PAINE, THOMAS (1737-1809) 

Selections from the Writings of Thomas Paine (zo8) 

Edited with an Introduction by CARL VAN DOREN 

PATER, WALTER (1839-1894) 

Marius the Epicurean (90) 

The Renaissance (86) Introduction by ARTHUR SYMONS 
PEPYS' DIARY (103) 

Condensed. Introduction by RICRKBLli \:B- ^K\XXS:SCSC«^ 

POE, EDGAR ALLAN CiSo^i%a^^ __^, 

Best Tales fSa) Edited, by SliE.1EC^\^ CCS^"i 
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PREVOST, ANTOINE FRANCOIS (1697-1763) 
Manon Letcaut (85) In same volume with Daudet's Saq;>ho 

PSYCHOANALYSIS, AN OUTLINE OF (66) 
A Sympotium of the latest expressions by the leaders of 
the various schools of the new psychology 

Edited by J. S. VAN TESLAAR 

RODIN, THE ART OF (1840-1917) 
64 Black and White Reproductions (42) 
Introduction by LOUIS WEINBERG 

8CHNITZLER, ARTHUR (1862- ) 

Anatol, Living Hours, The Green Cockatoo (3a) 

Introduction by ASHLEY DUKES 

Bertha Garlan (39) 
SCHOPENHAUER, ARTHUR (1788-1860) 

Studies in Pessimism (la) 

Introduction by T. B. SAUNDERS 

SHAW, G. B. (18^6. ) 

An Unsocial Socialist (15) 
SINCLAIR, MAY 

The Belfry (68) 
STEVENSON, ROBERT LOUIS (1850-1894) 

Treasure Island (4) 
STIRNER, MAX (Johann Caspar Schmidt) (1806-1856) 

The Ego and His Own (49) 
STRINDBERG, AUGUST (1849-1912) 

Married (a) Introduction by THOMAS SELTZER 

Miss Julie, The Creditor, The Stronger Woman, Motherly 
Love, Paria, Simoon (5a) 
SUDERMANN, HERMANN (1857- ) 

Dame Care (33) 
SWINBURNE, ALGERNON CHARLES (1837-1909) 

Poems (a3) Introduction by ERNEST RHYS 

THOMPSON, FRANCIS (1859-1907) 

Complete Poems (38) 
TOLSTOY, LEO (1828-1910) 

Redonption and Two Other Flays (77) 

Introduction by ARTHUR HOPKINS 

The Death of Ivan Ilyitch and Four Other Stories (64) 
TURGENEV. IVAN (1818-1883) 

Fathers and Sons (ax) 

Introduction by THOMAS SELTZER 

Smoke (80) IntroducUon by JOHN REED 
VAN LOON, HENDRIK WILLEM (1882- ) 

Ancient Man (105) 
VILLON FRANCOIS (i«i-i4^0 , ^,,^,^ 
JPo«tm (s8) Inteoduction by 30«S ^^^^^. 
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WELLS, H. G. (1866- ) 

Ann Veronica (37) 
WHITMAN, WALT (1819-1892) 

Poems (07) Introduction by CARL SANDBURG 
WILDE. OSCAR (1859-1900) 

An Ideal Husband, A Woman of No Importance (84) 

Dorian Gray (i) 

Fairy Tales and Poems in Prose (6z) 

Intentions (96) 

Poems (19) Introduction by JOHN PAYNE 

Salome, The Importance of Being Earnest, Lady Winder- 
mere's Fan (83) Introduction by EDGAR SALTUS 
WILSON, WOODROW (1856-1924) 

Selected Addresses and Public Papers (55) 

Edited with an introduction by ALBERT BUSHNELL 
HART 
WOMAN QUESTION, THE (59) 

A Ssrmposium, inclu<Ung Essa3rB by EUen K^, Havelock 
Ellis, G. Lowes Dickinscm, etc Edited by T. R. SMITH 
YEATS, W. B. (1865- ) 

Irish Fairy and Polk Talcs (44) 
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A SUBJECT INDEX OF TTTLES IN 

THE MODERN UBRARY 



FICTION 



TIm Uewmi That Wcne 
iUsigtdt Tlie Red Lmfli, 
#fec«*»Leonid Andreyev 

RuMMWfW^'Cerirudt Athertoo 

Wtttheriiif Height!- ■ 
Emily Bronte 

The WiQT of All Fleib^ 
Samuel Butler 

Alice hi Wondedasu^ 
Lewtt Carroll 

The Man Who Waa Thnra- 
day-<;. K. Chesterton 

The Flame of Life— 
Gabriele D'Annunzio 

The Triumph of Deaths 
Gabriele D'Annunzio 

The Child of Pleaaur»— ^ 
Gabriele D'Annunzio 

8aph»— Alphonte Daudet 
Poor People— 
Fiodor Dottoyevtky 

•outh Wind^ 
Norman Douglas 

CamUle— 
Alexandre Dumat, File. 

Madame Bovarsr^- 
Guitave Flaubert 

The Temptation of 8t An- 
thonys— Guttave Flaubert 

The Crime of Sylveatre Bon* 
aardp— Anatole France 

The Red Lily- 
Anatole France 

Thaia— Anatole France 
The Queen Pedauqu^— 
AnMtoh France 

Jom C/lil— Gustav Frenastn 
JAtchno/eeUo de Mau|^&— 
^ACi^piuie Gautier 



ABedol 

iV. L. George 



E. and J. de Gonooort 
ine jfiivaue I'jpcEs ok oemy 



The Mayor of 

Thomas Hardy 
Brik Dom— Ben Hedit 



W. H. Hudson 
DaiiQr Miller and an Interna- 
tional BMsod»— 

Henry James 
Sons and Lovera— 

D. H. Lawrence 

Men in War— Andreas Latdeo 

Madame Chrysanthtoio— 
Pierre Loti 

Une Vi»— De Maupassant 

Diana of the Croaawajrs— 
George Meredith 

In a Winter City— Ouida 

Manon Lescaut— 

Antoine Francois Pteyost 
Bertha Oarlin— 

Arthur Schnitzler 

An Unaodal SociaHat— 
George Bernard Shaw 

The Belfry^— May Sindatr 

Treasure Island- 
Robert Louis Stevenson 

Married— August Strindberg 

Dame Car»— 
Hermann Suderman 

Fathers and So na ■ 
Ivan Turgenev 

Smoke — Ivan Turgen^ 

CisisKA^b-VoUaire 



Modem Library of the World's Best Books 



A SUBJECT INDEX OF TITLES IN 
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SHORT STORIES 

Winesburg, Ohio — ^Anderson 
Balzac's Short Stories 
Best Ghost Stories 
Best American Hnmoroiia 

Short Stories 
Best Russian Short Stories 
Rothschild's Fiddle and 

Other Stories — Chekhov 
Men, Women and Boats — 

Stephen Crane 
Free and Other Stories- 
Theodore Dreiser 
A Dreamer's Tales — Dunsany 
Book of Wonder — ^Dunsany 
Creatures That Once Were 

Men and Other Stories — 

Gorky 
Soldiers Three — Kipling 
Men in War — Latzko 
Irove and Other Storie»— 

De Maupassant 
Mile. Fifi and Other Storie»— 

De Maupassant 
Tales of Mean Street^^ 

Morrison 
The Death of Ivan Ilsritch 

and Other Stories^— Tolstoy 

MODERN THOUGHT 

Contemporary Science 
Evolution in Modem Thought 
Love's Coming of Ag»— 

Carpenter 
The New Spirit — 

Havelock Ellis 
Philosophy of William James 
B^ond Good and EviJU- 

Nietzsche 
Genealogy of Morals- 
Nietzsche 
Thus Spake fTarathnstn— 
jffistzscbs 



Outline of PsjrchoanalsrBis 
Studies in Pessimism— 

Schopenhauer 
The Ego and His Ownr— 

Stirner 
The Woman Question 

• 

DRAMA 

Plays by W. S. Gilbert 

(2 volumes) 
Plays by Ibsen (3 volumes> 
Plasrs by Maeterlinck 
Plays by Moliere 
Plays by Eugene ONeill 
Plasrs l^ Schnitzler 
Pli^ h^ Strindberg 
Plajrs by Tolstoy 
Plays by Wilde (2 volumes) 

POETRY 

Prose and Poetry of Baude^ 

laire 
Poems of William Blake 
Poems of John Davidson 
Poems of Ernest Dowson 
Poems of Swinburne 
Poems of Francis Thompson 
Poems of Francois Villon 
Poems of Walt Whitman 
Poems of Oscar Wilde 

BELLES LETTRES 

Marius the Epicurean— Pater 
The Renaissance^Pater 
Intentions — Oscar Wilde 
B^ond Life— Cabell 

CRITICISM 

The Spirit of American Lit- 
erature— Macv , ^ «^ 
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FRENCH ROMANCES IN 

THE MODERN UBRARY 

Iff no otntr cotmliy has tlic novd of romancae and kme 
come to so fragrant and odorf td a flowering as in Fianoe. 
Love in all itt troubled cnrrents of sorrow, its poking 
courses of pleasttre, its flood-tides of exaltation, has been 
moTt sympathetically understood and more bddly re- 
vealed by the great writers of France than by the writers 
of almost any other country. Not only has France 
universalized the word ''amour/' she has also revealed 
to us through her great novels, the very body and heart- 
beat of love. 



X^ove and Other Stories- 
Guy de Maupassant 

Crime of Sjlvestre Bonnard-* 
Anatole France 

The Red Lily— 

Anatole France 

Madame Bovanr- 
Gustave Flaubert 

MUe. Fift and Other 
Guy de Afaupassant 

MIU de Maupin— 
Theophiie Gautier 

Cmftdid m Vo/tftire 



CanuQe— Dumas 

The Queen Pedanqo^* 

Anatole France 

Une Vi»— Guy de Maupassant 
Thais — ^Anatole France 
Ren6e Mauperin — 

£. and J. de Goncourt 
Sapho— Alphonse Daudet and 

Manon .Lescaut — Antoine 
Franqois Prevost (ihe two 
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RUSSIAN LITERA1"URE tti 

THE MODEI^ LIBRARY 

The world has always regarded the Russian as some 
mysterious creature — ^half child, half genius. Out of 
Russia's soil has come a people, full of brooding, human 
pity and swift intuitions — a people sustained by the 
dreams of its idealists and brutalized by its despots. It 
is the soul of this creature, set against a background of 
racial hopes and sorrows, that the great writers of Russia 
have revealed to us in a literature that stands with the 
greatest literatures of the world. 



The Seven That Were 
Hanged and The Red 
Laugh — Leonid Andreyev 

Best Russian Short Storied- 
Edited by Thomas Seltzer 

Rothschild's^Fiddle and Other 
Stories— Anton Chekhov 



Poor PeopU 
Fiodor Dostoyevsky 



Creatures That Once Were 
Men and Other Storied- 
Maxim Gorky 

Redemption and Other Flairs 
Leo Tolstoy 

The Death of Ivan Uyiixh 
and Other Stories- 
Leo Tolstoy 

Fathers and Sons- 
Ivan Turgenev 
Smoke— Ivan Turgenev 



Modem Library of the World's Best Bo< 



DISTINGUISHED WRITERS 
WHO HAVE WRITTEN IN- 
TRODUCTIONS TO TITLES IN 

THE MODERN LIBRARY 

In order to make each book in the Modern Libi 
authoritative and helpful, we have, wherever possible, ] 
vided illuminating introductions by distinguished wri 
who are best qualified to write on their subject. Tl 
introductions are by some of the greatest writers 
critics in the world. Of those who have written in 
ductions to the Modem Library titles are such dis 
guished names as: 



Ernest Boyd 
James Branch CabeU 
O. K. Cliestertcm 
Clarence Day, Jr. 
Floyd DeU 
Ashley Dukes 
Waldo Frank 
John Galsworthy 
Dr. Benjamin Harroir 
Albert Bushnell Hart 
Lafcadio Heam 
Guy Holt 
Arthur Hopkins 
Wm. Dean Howdls 
Henry James 
Alexander Jessup 
Joyce Kilmer 
Richard Le Galliemio 
Ludwig Lewisohn 
PhnUp LitteU 

John Macy 

H. L. Jliencken 



Paul Bhner More 
George Jean Nathan 
John Payne 
Burton Rascoe 
John Reed 

William Marion Reedy 
Arthur B. Reeve 
Ernest Rhjrs 
Edgar Saltus 
Carl Sandburg 
T. B. Saunders 
Thomas Seltzer 
Vincent Starrett 
Clifford Smjrth 
Arthur Ssrmons 
John Garrett UnderhiU 
Carl Van Doren 
Hendrik W. Van Loon 
J. S. Van Teslaar 
Carl Van Vechten 
^VAaxd H»scLtmc^oa Wri^ 
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